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From the Emmy ■ Award-Winning 
“Masters of Horror” Series , 


• Interviews with the Cast and Crew 

• Audio Commentary with Writer Matt GreenbeiB 
and Director William Malone 

• Behind-the-Scenes footage, DVD-ROM Content 
and much more. 


Subtly creepy to out-and-out terrifying” 
~ Dread Central ^ 

Deep within the despenite hearts t)f the bereaved, there is 
a pact with the forces of darkness that demands new blood to 
resairrect the souls of the dead...t(i satisfy a parent's depraved 
bargain, the beast must teed one final time. . .tonight, the ultimate 
horror will begin tor those who do not heed the hunger of 
THE FAIR-HAIRED C:HILD. 
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^ — or me. Christmas conjures feelings of dread. Now, I’m not some sort of bah humbug 
^ / Scrooge with an icy heart who simply doesn’t like the holidays, 1 just didn’t experi- 
L cnee it the way everyone else 1 know did. My parents are Serbian Orthodox and fol- 

(jir low the Julian calendar, an older chronology that’s been replaced by the Gregorian cal- 

endar in most countries and faiths. What this means is they celebrate Christ’s birth on January 7. and 
it’s nothing like the Christmas you used to know. No Tannenbaum. no mistletoe, no egg nog and no 
real appeal for me. save for the gluttonous meal of lardaceous Slavic food. 

The holiday, for Serbians, is more of a religious event that has yet to succumb to the retail frenzy 
everyone else goes through (of course, some Serbs have adopted the tree and the presents, etc., but 
the devout still do it the old-fashioned way). While 1 respect and can appreciate that, it was a lone- 
ly time for my brothers and I because there wasn’t really much to do on December 25. So. I made 
the best of it. and while all the other kids sang carols and opened gifts. I watched horror movies. 

As is customary in predominantly Judeo-Christian North America, the stores were always closed 
that day. About the only outlets open were a few video stores. Every year I'd bundle up and make 
the miserable trek to the mom-and-pop video shop to pick out three or four titles that I had yet to 
sec. 

One insufferably bitter noel, while the wind and snow swirled and howled outside. 1 found myself 
once again perusing the Beta tapes adorned with that wondrous red dot that read “Horror.” Just as 1 
began to defrost and feel the sting of it throbbing on my ears, my watery eyes landed on a video 
cover of a girl with a plastic bag over her head, a window superimposed overtop, and in bold Goth- 
ic letters, the words: Black Christmas. Seemed fitting, so I took it home in my mitten-clad hands for 
a closer look. 

Imagine my surprise when I started the movie and discovered it took place in my hometown, not 
too far from the hospital where I was bom. So began my inaugural viewing of Bob Clark’s ground- 
breaking Canuck slasher flick. Many years later. I would come to know just how significant this 
low-budget University of Toronto-lensed psycho-killer-in-the-attic vehicle was to the progression of 
horror (I’m in the camp that believes it to be one of the first North American slashers, taking 
voyeuristic camera cues from Psycho, Peeping Tom and the Euro slashers, of course), but back then 
none of that mattered. 

What was significant at the time was that Black Christmas tapped into the aiuciety incited by the 
apocryphal stories and bogus urban legends my older brother used to feed me {"The woman was 
really trying to warn her that the killer was in the BACK SEAT!” And, more appropriately, “The 
calls were coming from INSIDE THE HOUSE!”), which I bought into without equivocation - hey. 
I was nine. 

On top of that, there was Billy, the maniacal killer hiding out in the attic, which could easily have 
been my attic; “6 Belmont Ave." wasn’t more than a few kilometres away, as it were (the actual loca- 
tion of the house is a few blocks northwest, on Clarendon Crescent to be precise). That crackling, 
deranged voice, slirieking slush like, “filthy Billy, I know what you did, nasty Billy!” and “It’s jiiu- 
ust like having a wart remoooved” made my skin crawl, as the movie’s tagline promised. Worst of 
all. Keir Dullca's red herring, angry boyfriend character Peter is snuffed out, leaving the real killer 
in the attic w^hile Jessica (Olivia Hussey) sleeps alone in the house! It was like nothing I had ever 
seen. And did i mention I love John Saxon? There. I said it. 

Thirty-two years on and the film still gives me the creeps. And. in the true spirit of Christmas. I 
watch it every year. Though times - along with the slasher film - have changed. Black Christmas 
remains one of my personal favourites, and one of the most effective Canadian horror films ever 
made (right up there with Dealbdream. The Changeling, Deranged and Rituals), best watched alone 
during a cold Canadian winter. 

So when I say that the holidays invoke feelings of dread in me. I mean that in a pleasant way. 
Because for me. horror is joy. and joy is horror. It’s always been there for me. a companion during 
my loneliest times, so I'll always be there for it. Merry Christmas. 

J\ 

jovanka@rue-morgue.com 
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GROWING UP close to the border I had 
some exposure to Canadian television in the days 
before cable tied its Gordian knot around the 
world. Stations like CBUT and CHEK came in 
clearer more regularly than tlieir Seattle counter- 
parts and I spent a fair amount of time watching 
them. Mostly US programming, but some Canadi- 
an shows like Tommy Hunter and Beachcombers. 
Unfortunately I have no recollection of The Hilar- 
ious House ofFrightenstein but reading your arti- 
cle/interview makes me miss it without ever hav - 
ing seen it. Power of the written word or just good 
television? 

Steve Perram - Bellingham, \\ ashington 

KUDOS FOR DOING the Uwe Boll arti- 
cles in RAf#62. Now. I’m not a big fan of his 
movies, and I’m glad that wasn’t the purpose RM 
had in covering him. I found the article was infor- 
mative in giving perspective on Boll “the person" 
and that is something that I’m definitely interested 
in. Also. I thought it was very respectable that it did 
not kiss Boll’s ass or flatter the man. You may have 
given me a new perspective on Boll as a filmmak- 
er. and even though I realize that 1 may never like 
his films, I do respect him as someone working 
outside of the studio system. 

Ed “El Capitan” Demko 
- Turtle Creek, Pennsylvania 

I'D LIKE TO PRAISE Rue Morgue's, exten- 
sive homage to Lucio Fulci in RFfUdJ. It’s 
absolutely wonderful to finally see a fitting tribute 
on such an underrated filmmaker. I’ve always felt 
that Fulci had a great sense of improvisation and a 
“using what we got” kind of approach to his films 
(i.e. real maggots for FX). Stuff that’s totally con- 
sidered “guerrilla”, even frowned upon nowadays, 
this guy was doing decades ago, and brilliantly so. 
He’s always been an inspiration for me as a film- 
maker, and it’s fantastic to see a little recognition 
for the guy. I’ve never missed an issue of Rue 
Moigue, and the Fulci tribute is an excellent exam- 
ple of why. 

Hoiiis Calvcro - Clarion, Pennsylvania 

i |UST WANTED TO CONGRATULATE 
YOU on your Fulci piece in RMU61. It's probably 
my favourite Fulci read since Chas. Baiun’s 
Beyond the Gates. Fm glad to see that tlirough tlie 
advent of DVD horror fans are finally getting the 
chance to experience his work and that he is final- 


ly getting the respect that Argento received and that 
Fulci rightly deserves as well. 

Nick Lombardo - West Chester, Pennsylvania 

I WANTED TO SAY how impressed I was 
with Rue Moigue for writing and running the arti- 
cle on gay horror fiction in RM#62. It was a bold 
decision, and once again it proves that RA'f is a 
magazine serving the whole spectrum of horror 
fans. The fact that RM does not grovel for a gener- 
ic reader base but tmly strives to fulfill its mission 
of presenting horror news and issues throughout 
culture and entertainment is one of the reasons it’s 
my favourite magazine. 

Dave VSellington - New York, New York 

1 THOUGHT I knew Just about everything 
about the horror geiu'e until 1 subscribed to your 
magazine. 1 now see that my knowledge is woeful- 
ly inadequate. 1 appreciate your interviews and ret- 
rospectives. such as the information about Lucio 
Fulci in RMtf6I. The article on your 50 essential 
horror books is invaluable. You’ll have a subscriber 
for life. 

Robert Rosengart - Macon, Georgia 

THIS IS MY RESPONSE to Jeff Allard 
[RM#62]... BLAH BLAH BLAH BLAH. Your use 
of the English language is impressive, but you 
don’t say anything with all your words. I think 
Jovanka Vuckovic is doing a fine job. Her “Notes 
From Underground” are always crisp and fresh, 
and if you read them, at times really funny. This is 
the only smart horror magazine out there for any- 
one with half a brain, and the common sense that 
God gave a goose to read. So, consider yourself 
“challenged” and don’t be so critical of this fine 
magazine. If you don't like it, why buy it? 

Jan Gillespie - Martinez, California 

I WAS STUNNED to see that you got it 
wrong; you labelled the Haunted Mansion in the 
photo as that of Disneyland, when in fact the photo 
represents the Haunted Mansion from the "newer” 
Magic Kingdom of Walt Disney World in Florida. 
The Man.sion of Disneyland is in New Orleans 
Square and represents the style and architecture of 
the Cajun culture of the Old South, not Victorian! I 
love your mag and I appreciate when you get it 
right. 

David Burian — Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 


THIS IS THE SECOND YEARin a row in 
which I have been greatly disappointed by your 
lack of coverage of the Rue Morgue Festival of 
Fear. Every year, avid readers of your magazine 
await this amazing event and yet we are only treat- 
ed to two pages on a three-day horror extravagan- 
za. I know I had a badass time at your event but 
thousands of readers could not attend. I think you 
owe it to them to provide extensive editorial on the 
event. Perhaps, the festival would be even more 
successful if your readers saw more of what they 
were missing. 

Joseph M. Siriauni - address withheld 

There is plenty- of coverage of the Festival of Fear 
on our message boards and websites like dread- 
central.com, so we feel it’s unnecessaiy to cover 
our own show in-depth in the pages of Rue 
Morgue. But we ate open to the suggestion, and if 
readers fee! we should be doing more, we 'd love to 
hear your thoughts. - Ed. 

I’VE BEEN READING RueMotgue for 
about five years and I love it. I mean, you guys are 
the gods when it comes to the genre. If s not just the 
excellent articles and insightful reviews, 1 go 
through each page and examine the ads, I inspect 
the photos and Gary’s kick-ass artwork. Your cov- 
ers are fucking amazing. Rue Motgue always goes 
that extra step and seems to know exactly what we. 
the fans. want. Thank you so much for that. Read- 
ing Rue Motgue also makes me feel like I belong to 
an underground society. It's such a peculiar, yet 
exhilarating, feeling to see movies, books and 
bands discussed when you think you're the only 
freak who even knows that Wednesday 13 or some 
other obscure element of the genre exists. 

Brice .McVicar - Belleville, Ontario 

In our teview q/’Lurker in the Lobby; A Guide to 
the Cinema of H.P. Loveerafl, in RM#59. we 
neglected to ciedit Tom Sullivan as the artist who 
illustrated the image published with the re\'iew. 
Rue Morgue regtets the omission. 


Weencouragereaderstosendthercomments^ - 
ore-mail. Letters may tie edited for lengtfi and/or 
content. Please send to info@nje-morgue.com or: 

POST MORTEM 

C/0 RUE MORGUE MAGAZINE 
292fi DUNDAS STREET WEST 
TORONTO. ONTARIO M6P lYfl CANADA 
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Romero returns to indie roots for new Dead film 


Barely a year after the release of Land of 
the Dead, the fouith film in his long-running 
zombie cycle. George A. Romero has once 
again resurrected his shuffling, cannibalistic 
corpses for his latest horror entry. Dian- of the 
Dead, a low-budget independent film that 
went into production in mid-October, isn’t a 
sequel to the legendary director’s earlier zom- 
bie films, but instead promises a fresh, back- 
to-basics twist on the popular subgenre he 
first brought to life almost 40 years ago. 

"It’s really starting over on the very first 
night.” Romero explains from the film’s 
Toronto set. “The story being literally when 
the dead first begin coming back to life,” 

Set in present day with all-new characters 
played by a cast of relative unknowns. DUut 
p/’t/ieDer/i/ offers a parallel storyline to Night 
of the Living Dead, but with one important 
twist: this time, the film is being shot entirely 
in first-person POV. putting the audience 
right in the midst of all the gut-munching car- 
nage. 

"It’s an experiment, man. We’re hoping for 
the best," says the director. 

Although Romero conceived of this new 
film several years ago, it wasn’t until after 
Lund of the Dead and the ensuing big studio 
production headaches that he first considered 
bringing his idea to the screen, says co-pro- 
ducer Ara Katz of Artfirc Films, which has 
teamed with Romero-Grunwald Productions 
to make the movie. 

"My partner and colleague Sam Englebardt 
had spent a good amount of time on the set of 
Land and got to know [D/un- of the Dead pro- 
ducer] Peter [Gninwald]." she explains. 
“Tlicn. over the summer. Peter reconnected 
with Sam and said that he and George had a 
script they were interested in making. We 
basically just said, ‘yes, absolutely, let’s do 
it!'" 


Romero’s sudden plans to create 
another zombie movie made head- 
lines all over the internet this fall, 
and before most fans realized it. 

D/an- of the Dead was already in 
production. 

“Ultimately, it didn’t really make 
sense to wait.” says Katz. "We 
weren't working around anyone’s 
schedule other than our own.” 

In the story, six college students 
and their professor are caught by 
suiprise on the first night of the 
zombie uprising, while making their 
own low-budget hoiTor movie. The 
fact that they are equipped with a 
camera gives the film a dose of 
social relevance as it explores ideas 
about media-saturated culture. 

“I start filming this horrific event 
and try to capture what’s going on 
that becomes my mission," reveals 
Joshua Close, who plays Diary of 
the Dead's cameraman. Jason. “The 
major conflict 1 have to deal with is 
whether it’s right or wrong to try to 
film this tragedy, to film all your 
friends possibly dying, in order to capture the 
truth." 

More than just reluming to the story of 
Night of the Living Dead. Romero has also 
made a conscious effort to return to the shoot- 
ing conditions that allowed him so much free- 
dom when he made his low-budget, indepen- 
dent 1968 classic. 

“It's been really fun. I wanted to do it as 
inexpensively as possible with friends, and 
recreate that same atmosphere that we had 
back then,” he says, adding with a laugh, 
“and, for the first lime since those early days, 
we’re on time and on budget I mean com- 
pletely. 100 percent!" 


George A. Romero: On the set of his fifth Dead film, 
shooting in Toronto. 


Although initial plans for Diair of the 
Dead indicated it might be a project destined 
for television or straight-to-DVD. audiences 
should expect to sec the film hit theatres in 
2007. 

“The idea was to breathe new life into this 
franchise, to lake a different approach and to 
let George return to the kind of filmmaking 
he loves - and incredibly enough, it’s work- 
ing,” notes Romero's long-time producing 
partner Grunwald. “We’re getting great 
footage, we’re having a great time, and I 
think the tans are going to love it.” 

Paul Corupe 
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British company launches 
first horror serial for cellphones 


When Evil Calls: The inaugural made-for-cellphones horror serial. 


It used to be the only way to get fright- 
ened by your phone was to get infected by 
a Japanese death-curse ring from beyond 
the grave. TTianks to British digital channel 
Zone Horror, however, this is changing 
with the release of When Evil Calls, the 
first horror series made exclusively for 
your mobile handset. 

Whereas most mobile film content has 
been a wasteland of lo-rcs trailers and inter- 
active entertainment designed as an after- 
thought to boost sales for an existing prod- 
uct. Zone Horror claims that When Evil 
Calls is the first film to be shot expressly 
for the (very) small screen. 

Created in conjunction with Pure Grass 
Films and written and directed by British 
filmmaker Johannes Roberts {Forest of the 
Damned, Darkhunters), the 40-minute film 
has been broken up for download into 
twenty two-minute episodes, with an 
uncensored version featuring gorier and 
sexier installments. 

“Obviously, it’s genuinely quite tough to 
get people to feel horrified on a two-inch 
screen,’' Roberts tells Rtie Morgue, “so the 
series is very full-on - people get pencils 
jammed up their noses and into their brains, 
acid thrown in their faces, hands placed in 
blenders: it’s relentless in that particular 
way. But it actually has a very human story 
that ties it all together in terms of the need 
for love and popularity." 

Boasting a cast that includes Hostel's 
Jennifer Lim and Jean-Pierre Jeunet main- 
stay Dominique Pinon {Delicatessen. 
Alien: Resurrection), When Evil Calls cen- 
tres around the mysterious appearance of a 
monkey’s paw-like text message that grants 
the students at a snooty private school their 
wildest desires. But when an evil clown 
shows up and starts granting their wishes in 
increasingly ironic and gory fashion (a girl 
who wishes for bigger breasts experiences 
a blowout in class, another who says she’d 
give her right arm to lose weight finds a 
garbage disposal unit more than willing to 
oblige), the students quickly realize they’re 


getting more than they bargained for. 

While the advance trailer suggests a 
movie that is long on camp and draws heav- 
ily on well-worn horror conventions and 
iconography. Roberts says he made the 
decision early on to use very broad strokes 
to respond to the challenges presented by 
the unconventional medium. 

“It was fun telling a story in two-minutc 
segments and just having to get hell-bent 
for leather to shock people in that limited 
time frame whilst engaging them in the 
characters over a longer story arc." he 
explains. “I think people will get a real kick 
out of this. It really takes my nonnal style 
and pushes it to the complete max." 

Ultimately, the director hopes the 
groundbreaking project finds an audience 


in what is still a very young industry. 

“Made-for-mobilc film content is obvi- 
ously the future of things - it's just a ques- 
tion whether people arc ready for it now." 
says Roberts. "I really think it’s anyone’s 
guess how well the series will do and what 
it will lead to. You really have to admire 
[Zone Horror] for taking what is really an 
incredible gamble with this. That takes 
guts, which is kind of appropriate, consid- 
ering the series.” 

Though the film is currently only avail- 
able to UK cellphone carriers. When Evil 
Calls is available for download in the US 
through AMP’D Mobile (ampdlive.ampd. 
com). To view the trailer for When Evil 
Calls, head to whenevilcalls.tv. 

Chris Boutet 
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Stoker Awards and World Horror 
Convention combine forces in Toronto 




Need frightful fiction for that ravenous reader on your 
Xmas list? Stop, drop and shop at Shocklines, the 
absolute best place on the weird wide web to buy new, 
rare and autographed horror books. 

bride-of-monster-mash.com 
This mega-site of modem monster music mash-ups - 
where tunes by multiple artists are combined and 
reworked into new songs - will keep your eerie ears 
plenty occupied with its podcasts, YouTube videos and 
downloadable albums. 

taintedink.com 

Tainted Ink is a twisted black, white and blood-red 
online comic that features Reiko, a little girl with a 
penchant for killing pets, casting spells, playing doctor 
with real medical instruments and even a little canni- 
balism. Gruesome giggles come courtesy of artist Vin- 
cent Grisanti. 


Sign up (for free) and get your morbid fix at this 
archive and galiery of death photography, death 
masks and x-rays, then pop on the message board for 
more disturbing pics of disease, deformations and 
ofter oddities. Not for the weak stomached. 

2flashgames.eom/f/M 40.htm 

Looking for a virtual way to combat all that road rage? 


Pedestrian W/fer might just be ttie Flash game for you. 


Use your mouse to steer the car and kill as many inno 
cent citizens as possible. Happy dangerous driving! 
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Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 


Got a Roadkill suggestion? 


E-mail a link to: roadkill@rue-morgue. 


Toronto will become a four-day mecca of 
horror literature this spring, as the two 
largest horror lit events in North America 
join forces for the very first time, making 
March 29 to April 1, 2007, one memorable 
genre-fied weekend. 

Since their inceptions, the World Horror 
Convention and the Bram Stoker Awards 
have existed as wholly separate entities: 
WHC has long been considered the pre- 
miere horror lit convention this side of the 
Atlantic, while the Stoker Awards remain 
one of the most prestigious honours 
bestowed within the genre writing commu- 
nity. 

“Combining their convention and our 
awards [banquet] can only benefit the entire 
genre.” explains Lisa Morton, the Horror 
Writers Association’s Liaison to WHC2007. 
“We think both events will garner more 
media coverage. It gives World Horror a 
classy main event: and it gives us the chance 
to have more of our nominees present, since 
they’ll probably be attending the convention 
anyway. It also saves HWA - which is an 
entirely volunteer-run organization - the 
difficulty of planning a large event. Which 
isn’t to say we won't be throwing a great 
party or two while we're there!” 

The Stoker Awards, presented annually by 
the HWA, celebrate writing excellence 
within the horror genre; previous recipients 
include such high-profile authors as 
Stephen King. Anne Rice and Peter Straub. 
Nominations for the 2007 Stokers - to be 
presented on Saturday. March 3 1 , 2007 - 
are expected to be announced in early Feb- 
ruary. 

“Throughout the year. HWA’s members 
can recommend works they believe are wor- 
thy of awards,” explains Morton of the 
Stoker nomination process. “At the end of 
the voting year, those recommendations arc 
tallied, and the works receiving the most 
recommendations in each category are pre- 
sented to HWA’s ‘Active’ members, or those 
members who have presented enough pro- 
fessional sales to achieve our top member- 
ship status. The Active members vote twice 


- first to choose the finalists or nominees, 
and then to choose the winners in each cat- 
egory.” 

The 2007 Stokers will mark the literary 
award’s 20th anniversary, and will recognize 
outstanding achievement in the following 
eight categories: Novel. First Novel, Long 
Fiction. Short Fiction. Anthology, Collec- 
tion, Non-fiction and Poetry, along with a 
Lifetime Achievement Award a Specialty 
Press Award (which acknowledges superior 
achievement on the part of a single small 
press) and WHC’s annual Grand Master 
Award. Neither the WHC nor the Stoker 
Awards has ever taken place outside of the 
United States before, adding a second 
groundbreaking distinction to the proceed- 
ings. 

"We hope that holding the Stoker Awards 
event at WHC will lure a few more big 
names to both events,” says Morton, adding 
that it will give fans the rare opportunity to 
see their favourite authors in tu.xedoes or 
cocktail dresses, as the 2007 ceremony, 
hosted by Canadian scribe Sephera Giron, 
promises to be the glitziest ever. 

“Not only is the menu scrumptious and 
worth every cent of the ticket price,” Mor- 
ton elaborates, "but fans can find them- 
selves breaking bread with their favourite 
writers, and writers might just find them- 
selves sharing a bottle with that editor 
they’ve been chasing. The event is formal 
but also festive, and it’s really HWA’s 
chance to put on its best face every year. 
Flashbulbs will be popping, and maybe 
even a video camera or two whirring away; 
We’re also hoping to present one or t>A'o 
multimedia surprises, but 1 can’t say any 
more yet.” 

To purchase one of the 240 tickets avail- 
able for the Stoker Awards banquet, one 
must either be a member of the HWA or in 
possession of a membership (pass) to 
WHC2007. Given that these provisions are 
met. tickets can be ordered online from the 
WHC website (whc2007.org) or the HWA 
website (horror.org). 

Monica S. Kuebler 
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W0ird ftats 


Korbld Faets 


+ According to Peter Biskind's book Down and Dirty Pictures, while shooting the 
first Scream film, the famously mild-mannered Wes Craven halted production and 
threatened to quit on the spot over harassment by Miramax's Bob Weinstein. 


+ The '‘gourmet” offerings that have appeared on the menu at the Explorers Club 
in New York City include tarantula, scorpion, mealworm, cocki'oach, maggot and 
pigeon pate. 


+ William Friedkin allegedly worked so slowly on The 'Exorcist that one crew 
member who was off work with the flu returned three days later to find Friedkin 
working on the same shot. 

+ In order to bolster the wool industry in 1 7th-century England, it was illegal to 
use the traditional, imported, linen for funeral shrouds and coffin linings. 


+ Those who were sentenced to bum at the stake would occasionally be permit- 
ted to quicken their deaths by tying small bags of gunpowder under their anns and 
between their legs. 


+ Many of the motorcycle gang extras in the original Dawn of the Dead were from 
a local chapter of the Pagans, one of the largest outlaw motorcycle gang in Amer- 
ica. 


+ Superstition of yesteryear dictates that after death a corpse’s eyes must be closed 
or else the deceased will continue to look for someone to join them in death. 


+ Before moving to the US, Bela Lugosi played both Hamlet and Romeo on stage 
in his native Hungary. 


+ A shark that was captured for display at a Sidney, Australia aquarium in 1935 
shocked onlookers when, without warning, it regurgitated a human arm. 


+ George Romero’s favourite film is Tales of Hoffman, an adaptation of Jacques 
Offenbach's fantasy opera directed by Michael Powell {Peeping Tom). Through- 
out the ’60s, Romero's attempts to secure a print from a New York film library 
were frequently thwarted by an unknown person who kept borrowing the film for 
repeated viewings. Years later. Romero learned that the mystery man was Martin 
Scorsese. 


1. Saw II 

Swimming with soiled syringes 

1. Saw III 

Compound fracture crucifixion 
3. Saw 

Subterranean self-amputation 
Saw II 

Horrendous orthodontic headgear 
b. Saw III 

Shotgun-collar cranial evaporation 
6. Saw 

Abdominal scalpel scavenger hunt 


+ When convicted muiderer James Rodgers was brought before the firing squad, 
he was asked if he had a final request. His response: “Why yes, a bulletproof vest.” 


+ While shooting The Omen's graveyard scene, director Richard Donner and his 
crew had a difficult time getting the roltweilei-s to look vicious, as the dogs were 
much more interested in humping each other. 


+ Early electric chair experiments were conducted on monkeys. 


Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler and John W. Bowen 
Got a weird stat or .morbid fact? 
Send it ttirough to info@rue-morgue,com. 
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BE A MONSTER! • MAKE A MONSTER! • ENUST & UPLOAD! m MONSTERSTV.COM TO ENTER! 





THE HAUNTED 
REALM CALENDAR 

Si2.gg 

There’s a haunt for all seasons in Simon 
Marsden’s creepy new caiendar, featuring 
twelve of the internationally acclaimed pho- 
tographer’s spooky black and white infrared 
images. Each unsettling photo is accompa- 
nied by an account of the apparitions said to 
haunt the locabon. 

Make every month macabre at 
5imonmarsden.com. 


MONSTER GUITAR PICKS 

S18.9S for 33 Pick Ultra Pack 

For guitar ghouls who always wanted to strum with a shrunken head or a skuil, Hot Picks is 
here to help. Collections include Psycho Clowns, Zombies, Skulls, Monsters, Flash and assort- 
ed ghouls. 

Scar up your strings at hotpicksusa.com. 


VAMPIRE CONDOMS ' 

$2.00 each 

Why spend eternity with a bad case of herpes? Wrap your stake in a black 
latex contraceptive from Vampire Condoms, individually packaged in a black 
matchbook-style case. 

Invite a vampire inside at vampirecondoms.com. 


GHASTIY GREETINGS HOLIDAY CARDS 

$15.00 per box of twelve 

This Christmas, care enough to send the very beast with Ghastly Greet- 
ings. Their hilarious line of holiday cards include St. Nick’s head on a pike, 
kids reading a gift list to a crucified Jesus and Santa biting the bloody 
head off a gingerbread man. 

Have yourself a scary little hex-mas at ghastlygreetings.com. 


All prices USD urjiess otherwise indicated. 
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A regular guy who just happens 
to be immortal, for whatever 
that's worth. So far all it’s gotten 
him is a divorce, a lack of friends 
and family, and a string of soul- 
killing jobs with no room for 
advancement. Bound to a self- 
imposed ethical code bordering 
on vigilantism, Phil prowls the 
bowels of New York City in 
search of suitable sustenance — 
the homeless, the insane, no one 
who’ll be missed — all the while 
wondering how he became what 
he is. Are there others of his 
kind? Would he want to know 
them? Clues to the mystery of his 
existence begin to reveal them- 
selves, luring him into spaces 
perhaps best left unknown. 

In , author 

B.H. Fingerman paints a down-to- 
earth portrait of no-frills vampirism 
and the potential pitfall^ of breaking 
a comfortingly uncomfortable 
routine in the pursuit of sweeter 
fruit and deeper self-knowledge. 

/us $12.95/Higher in Canada 
y/ ISBN-10: 1-59582-097-3 

ISBN-13: 978-1-59582-097-6 
/ January 2007 


Available at your 
local bookstore. 
Or to order direct 
call 1-800-862-0052 

PRESS™ 
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“Fingerman catches New 
York with its pants down, 


“Mr. Fingerman is a 
deeply talented, creative, 
and disturbed man.” 

— Max Brooks 
World War Z 




“When the vampire novel is in the 
care of a writer as witty and inventive 
and imaginative as B.H. Fingerman, 
be sure it can still rise up and bite us. 

A compellingly seedy revival of the 
undead, a story told with real pace 
and style. B.H. Fingerman has a 

eye for the banality of horror 
the hoTror*of the banal^ 

Ramsey Campbell^ 
Secret Stor^ 


oks^6m<^- 



he question about what makes a horror film a horror 
film is difficult to answer. Most subgenres are gov- 
erned by guidelines that help qualify films as a slash- 
er, a zombie flick, a survivalist film, a monster movie, 
a vampire picture and so on. But what of the ones 
that are not so easily definable, ones that inhabit a 
universe of their own? Like David Lynch’s Eraser- 
head, Ken Russel’s Gothic or Michael Haneke’s Funny Garnet Or Sam 
Peckinpah’s Straw Dogs, Caspar Noe’s Irreversible or Alejandro Jodor- 
owsky’s Santa Sangr^ All evoke a bleak essence of inescapable dread, 
and yet none fit easily into any one subgenre. 

Guillermo del Toro’s Pan’s Labyrinth is such a film - a period piece, a 
war movie, a political allegory and a violent fairy tale that resides some- 
where on the margins of genre with those other challenging films. As 
such, it's no surprise that it did not rise out of the Hollywood system, but 
rather Spain via a Mexican filmmaker, who incidentally is no stranger to 
studio blockbusters. 

Though he’s best known for directing big-budget comic book adapta- 
tions (Blade 2 and Hellboyi, it is del Toro’s lesser-known, more personal 
films Chronos and the The Devil's Backbone that truly set him apart. His 
ability to tightly weave complex literary source material with astonishing- 
ly beautiful visuals results in a kind of cinematic poetry that’s uniquely his 
own. Nevertheless, it would be an oversight to categorize his works as 
“horror” (in fact, the only one of his films del Toro considers a straight-up 
genre picture is Mimic, the giant bug movie he'd rather forget). 


byJovankaVuckovic 

When The Devil’s Backbone came out in 2001, it quietly crept onto 
shelves following a very limited, subtitled theatrical run directly after 9/1 1 . 
It’s a sophisticated piece of art that captured the pain of a lost generation 
of Spanish people, all the while telling a chilling ghost story. It was also a 
hard movie to sell, in part because it was a Spanish-language film and in 
part because it was difficult to categorize within the confines of genre 
marketing. 

Pan's Labyrinth, in essence, commences where that film left off. Besides 
being set around the Spanish Civil War, it shares with The Devil's Back- 
bone a remarkable understanding and sympathy for children living under 
the fascist rule of post-Civil War Spain. Bookended by a fairy tale voice- 
over, which evokes that genre’s oral tradition, Pan's begins with twelve- 
year-old Ofelia (played to perfection by Spanish actress Ivana Baquero, 
see p,20) and her pregnant mother, travelling to the north of Spain in 1 944 
to live with her new stepfather Captain Vidal (Sergi Lopez), a ruthless 
enforcer under General Francisco Franco. While Vidal contends with a 
guerrilla uprising in the surrounding forest, Ofelia is lured into a sprawling 
underground labyrinth by Pan, a satyr (played by Doug Jones, Hellbo/s 
Abe Sapein) who believes her to be the reincarnated Princess of the 
Underworld. 

Legend has it that the princess left her realm and died in the real world, 
leaving her father to pine for the return of her soul. The mysterious Pan 
charges Ofelia with three tasks - which involve disobeying her dangerous 
stepfather - that she must complete before the next full moon in order to 
be reunited with her true family at the throne. The film seamlessly moves 



16 RUr MORGUi; 


back and forth from the tragic reality of her life to the magical world she 
longs to enter, juxtaposing rich themes of war and innocence, until they 
eventually collide, 

It’s a complex, highly imaginative fantasy film, but make no mistake, this 
is no Chronicles of Narnia. Pan’s Labyrinth is extremely violent and 
demands muftipie viewings to unravel its narrative braids. 

Structurally, it is built upon the framework of Magic Realism - a Latin 
American literary movement which includes Jorge Luis Borges, Juan Rulfo 
and Gabriel Garcia Marquez - a genre in which fantastical elements 
appear in otherwise realistic settings (in this case magic in a time of war), 
it also employs symbolism and extensive imagery, often incorporating 


folklore, and usually leaves the reader to decide for themselves whether 
the magical elements were In fact real or imagined. 

Produced chiefly by del Toro’s Tequila Gang group and shot by Devil’s 
Backbone cinematographer Guillermo Navarro, Pan’s Labyrinth (in the- 
atres in North America on December 29) is far and away the director’s best 
work to date. It’s a gorgeously executed and disturbingly violent moving 
picture poem that bravely flies in the face of genre convention and stends 
alone in its purpose (which we’ll leave up to you to decipher). 

Del Toro takes a break from pre-production on his next project, Hellboy 
2. to elaborate on his dark fairy tale masterwork. 



Where did the idea for Pan’s Labyrinth come 
from? 

After doing Devil’s Backbone in 2001 , 1 thought 
the world had changed enough after September 
1 1 that whatever I had to say about innocence 
and war was a little outdated. And I felt that 
there could be space for a sister movie to that 
film and that it could take the shape of a fairy 
tale. I had been developing this idea about a 
pagan labyrinth in the north of Spain - you 
know, very crazy stuff - and little by little it 
mutated into what you see, but the idea was to 
use fairy teles as a parable to talk about choice 
and disobedience, which 1 thought were things 
that we very much need at this point in time. 

it's a political allegory and a fairy tale. You 
said once that the two belonged together, 
can you explain what you mean by t \/ 

that? > ^ 




Most of the fairy tales that we’re used to are 
ones that are very repressive and pro-family, 
pro-system, pro-government, pro-good behav- 
iour. But there are also many fairy tales that are 
very anarchic and crazy and liberating. I wanted 
to make one of those. I wanted to make one in 
which the moral of the story was about disobe- 






dience but in favour of disobedience, as 
opposed to “Don’t disobey your parents or the 
witch will get you.” 

It’s the opposite of the traditional didactic 
fairy tale. 

I think so, that's the idea - in the same way that 
in my mind Devil’s Backbone is a perfectly good 
imitation of a Gothic romance but it disrupts the 
basic principles of it by making the ghost the 
least scary thing next to the humans. In that way 
they are linked - Devil's Backbone and Pan’s 
Labyrinth - the only real monsters, the ones 
that we have to fear, are not creatures, they are 
actually humans. 




k t ] ik 

Into The Labyrinffi: Doug Jones as the morally ambiguous satyr Pan, and (below) Sergi Lopez as the ruthless Captain Vidal. 



What is it about hiis universe that keeps 
drawing you back to it? 

Well, the fact that these two movies are set 
against the backdrop of one of the wars that a lot 
of people seem to feel is confined by a starting 
date and an ending date that fit perfectly in an 
encyclopedia, and I think that there is much more 
than that, i think the Spanish Civil War is a heart- 
wrenching thing that happens as a prelude and 
the most painful epilogue to World War II. I keep 
being driven back to it because of the tragedy of 
it and the fact of them being “household” wars. 
They are wars that happened between members 
of a family that live togetfier then kill each other. 

Will there be another film set in this uni- 
verse? 

I would love to [make another one]. I produced a 
movie t»is year in Spain that I was the proudest 
of called The Orphanage, by a first-time director 
named Juan Antonio Bayona, and in doing that 
movie I stumbled upon a screenplay by the same 
writer [Sergio Gutierrez Sanchez] and I was 
blown away by how beautiful it was. It is called 
3993, and it would create sort of a trilogy with 
the other two films. 

Pan’s Labyrinth seems to draw a little more 
from traditional fairy tales than the Mexican 
literary movement of Magic Realism. Was 
there anything you drew from your Mexican 
roots? 
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The idea of mixing things as disruptively differ- 
ent as a war film and a fantasy film is very Mex- 
ican. One of the things I love the most about hor- 
ror films made in Mexico within the masked 
wrestler-type philosophy [where] you can start 
the movie as a spy film and go into a horror film, 
then it’s a mad doctor and a sci-fi and a 
wrestling movie all rolled into one. I think that 
same freedom is very Mexican, but I do believe 
that the root of all fairy-tale imagination is very 
Celtic, and Celtic culture has as much to do with 
northern Europe as it has to do with Spain, funny 
enough. 


heaven and your hell. It tries nevertheless to be 
very spiritual. I don't like organized religion but I 
like individual spirituality very much. I think the 
world is much poorer if you lose that aspect of 
being human. I think that the genre is the last 
refuge for spirituality. 

What do you mean? 

The world has become an incredibly boring, 
mundane and logical place. It’s become a place 
where we renege on magic and renege on the 
spiritual because we think they are foolish con- 
cerns. And we nevertheless embrace the most 
disturbingly mundane type of materialism, the 



There is a trend in history: when there is 
injustice and suffering, religion tends to 
flourish, /s Pan’s Labyrinth promoting that 
idea? 

The idea of Pan's is that we create our own reli- 
gion. It’s more pagan than Catholic I would say. 
It’s a movie that tries to tell 
you that whatever you 
choose becomes your 
destiny. Whatever you 
do, that’s your 



t 



kind of reality TV materialism. One of the last refuges of 
the suspension of disbelief is the genre, where we can 
address the spiritual things and they feel like they belong 
to it, and that we’re not being “foolish" by believing in 
tiiem. 

The magic and violence are expertly balanced in the 
film. Scenes of sweet, gorgeous fantasy are Juxta- 
posed by acts of almost grotesque violence. Did you 
feel compelled to make die violence so extreme 
because it was part of the reality of diat time in 
Spain’s history? 

I would take issue with the term grotesque only in that I 
think the violence is actually very matter-of-fact. But it’s 
very graphic. Graphic, yes, I wanted to make it very graph- 
ic. I didn’t want it to be very choreographed or cinematic. 
The way [Captain] Vidal shoots Ofelia is in a very offhand 
way, iike the way he shoots the doctor and the way he 
goes about smashing the one guy's face with a bottle is, 
again, very routine for him. What I wanted was to show 
that this ^pe of violence is very heartbreaking but it’s exe- 
cuted at wartime in a very nonchalant way. It destroys 
lives but people are doing it because they have an ideo- 
logical justification for it. 


— 






zzd^zzzz^^ ^!zdzzzzzzd. " EIIILLEIIIIIII BEL TBBB 


The problem with those gore films you mentioned 
is that they aim to shock, but in a pretty mindless 
way. It’s refreshing to see someone put violence to 
the good use of genuinely unsettling the viewer. 

I remember how deeply disturbing it was for me to see, 
for example, the stabbing of the soldier in Saving Pri- 
vate Ryan. There was no entertainment value in that. 

At the same time I can celebrate Lucio Fulci for how 
madcap, over-the-top he is but there is no shred of 
belief that [zombie actress] Olga Karlatos is a real per- 
son having a splinter driven into her eye. I mean, a 
semi-nude chick being impaled in the eye by a wood 
splinter? 

You’d also have to believe that zombies were real in 
order to buy into that reality. 

It’s really hard to talk about violence and be one-sided. 
You have to take into account context and intention when 


It’s definitely shocking, especially in a “fairy tale.” 
We’re not used to them being so graphic. 

I think it’s important that it be shocking because we have 
come to a point where people are desensitized by this 
brand of postmodern, hipper-than-thou gore porn, I really 
think that violence is not hip, and you can treat it cartoon- 
ishly in an action film or you can treat it very seri- 
ously, as in Samuel Fuller’s The Big Red One, or 
you can make it as escapist, as The Dirty Dozen 
- two of my favourites. But what I ttiink is dis- 
turbing sometimes is when you arrive at this 
desensitizing gore porn. I really think tiis movie 
pushes, for the right reasons, to an area that 
hopefully will make it disturbing. 1 mean, it’s a 
really dark, fucked-up fairy tale. 


Guiliermo del Toro behind-the-scenes with one of Cap- 
tain Vidal’s unfortunate torture victims. 


Ivana Bapero discusses her starrino role 
in Guilleruio del Toro’s Pan’s Ldbfrinth. 
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by JorakaVockom 


t just tw'elve-yeai'S'Old, with a command of four 
different languages, it’s no surprise that 
Barcelona native Ivana Baquero was hand- 
picked by Guillermo del Toro for the lead role in 
Pan's Labyrinlh. A charming and driven young . 
lady, Baquero rose to the daunting task of her first big acting gig 
and nailed the part of Ofelia, the sweet innocent whose life oscil- 
lates between the grim reality of living with a ruthless Captain 
(played by Sergi Lopez) in a post-Civil War Spain and the beauti- 
ful magic of the fairy tale-like world she finds herself drawn to. 

“Ofelia is a really introverted girl and I’m an extrovert, I talk a 
lot.” Baquero admits. “But she’s also strong and brave, and I think 
I'm strong and brave because to do this movie 1 needed to be. It 
was hard to identify with her at first because she lived a very 
tough life. She had almost no one who really loved her, and my 
parents love me, so we’re quite different.” 

In the film, Ofelia is lured to the labyrinth by a shape-shifting 
satyr, who charges her with three tasks in order to verify that she 
is in fact the reincarnated Princess of the Underworld, whom he 
believes her to be. If she passes (which involves disobeying her 
mother and stepfather Captain Vidal), the fawn promises she will 
be reunited with her true father at the throne. 

“[The Underworld] is her version of the world which she was 
bom in. which is sort of like heaven,” notes Baquero. “She wants 
to leave this world and return to this other place, which is similar 
to the Catholic desire to go to hea\'en. But the iindeiworld isn’t 
heaven at all, it’s more like paradise.” 


To prepare for the role, Baquero spent hours pouring over books 
del Toro sent her to read, which included various manga, Peter 
Pun and, most importantly. The Blue Fairy- Book (along with The 
Yellow Fairy, Red Fairy’, and so on): reprinted collections of fairy 
tales from the late I9th and early 20th centuries which include 
classics such as Cinderella, Little Red Riding Hood The Sleeping 
Beauty In The Wood Aladdin and Rumpelstiltskin. 

“When I was little, my parents read books to me before I went 
to bed” she recalls. “Of course, there was storytelling between 
families in Spain but I can’t think of any specific tradition of 
Spanish storytelling that I know of. so I loved reading the books 
Guillermo sent. They were so fantastic, and really helped me 
understand the kind of movie he was trying to make.” 

Baquero says that del Toro’s guidance on and off set taught her 
how to both concentrate and develop her instinct, skills that were 
integral to her ability to access the character. During the filming 
of Ofelia ’s shooting scene - in fact, the first scene of the movie - 
his wise tutelage paid off. 

“When I was filming Ofelia being shot, 1 cried because Guiller- 
mo pressured me so well,” she admits. “He said ‘Ofelia is dying. 
It’s the last thing she’s going to do. She’s going to live this pretty 
life in this other world but now she’s dying, she’s suffering.’ And 
I did ciy for real. I was so unbearably sad and really felt what she 
was going through. And when 1 see the movie on the screen, I cry 
every time I see [that scene].” 

Of course, dying is a necessary element in del Toro's dark civil 
war fantasy; where death is issued matter-of-factly, mostly at the 
hands of Ofelia ’s masochistic adoptive father. 

“It's kind of brutal, yes,” she says of the violence in the film. 
“But without the violence you cannot tell the tale. There is the 
fairy tale fantasy part and there is the brutal real life, whicli come 
together at the end. Captain is totally different from Ofelia; he’s so 
evil, he can't see all that beautiful stuff. He isn't brave enough to 
believe in anything other than what he already knows. I think it all 
was real, though. Ofelia really was seeing Pan and going to a mar- 
vellous other world. It’s intportant that people understand and 
believe that when they watch the movie.” 


,, Ofelia is tempted by The Pale Man’s buffet in Pan's Labyrinth. 
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you are looking at it, so I knew in Pan's Labyrinth 
the violence had to be shocking and it had to 
have a purpose. Even when Sergi Lopez goes 
over-the-top in sewing his own lip shut, it's used 
to define what kind of character he is. This is the 
kind of guy he is. He shines his own shoes, he 
fixes his own watch and by god, he’s gonna sew 
his own lips! [Laughs] 

Another memorable monster in the film is 
hie Pale Man, how did you dream up such a 
hideous thing? 

He came from the fact that I felt that the crea- 
tures in the movie needed to be designed in a 
way that they felt like ttiey were part of a child’s 
imagination. They should not be done in an 
overtly movie monster way, They would have a 
very simple silhouette but a very scary one. The 
frog is benign because he’s ultimately just a frog 
but the Pale Man needed to look like something 
that you would find scrawled with crayons in a 
very disturbed child’s book. 

There 's a lot of symbolism in that scene - the 
buffet, his wealth, the eyes in his palms ~ tell 
me more about that 

The idea for the movie was that each of the 
things that happen in the fantasy world are 
reflecting things that the girl has either read, like 
the frog, or that she has seen. The frog repre- 
sents the rich eating the tree from the inside, 
and the Pale Man comes right after she sees the 
banquet taking place at her house, where the 
army and the church are eating. I thought, this 
guy would be very much like the church; he 
would have stigmata, he would eat children and 
he would also represent fascism, which is a 
faceless devouring of kids. But I didn’t want to 
completely close it to that. I wanted to make him 
disturbing as an open symbol in the fact that 
he’s old and morose, he doesn’t move fast, he’s 
not in any hurry to fuck you up. That makes him 
very scary. I think. 

The minutiae that sometimes goes unnoticed 
upon tirst viewing give the movie depth and 
resonance. 

If you see it carefully, you’ll realize that the din- 
ing room of the castle and the dining room of the 
Pale Man have the exact same geometry: a long 
table with a chimney at the back and a chair in 
the middle. And you can see that there is a key 
in the real world and a key in the fantasy world, 
and that the tasks start echoing between them. 
What would be really interesting is for you to 
watch it back to back with Devil’s Backbone 
because they really inform each other in a 
strange way. I created Pan's with the hopes that 
someday someone would do a double bill with 
Devil's Backbone, back to back. 


Will you ever return to Mexico to teli a 
uniquely Mexican story? 

Yes, I’ve been writing a movie for the last thir- 
teen years called Silver, and I’ve been trying to 
do it for that long. It’s a masked wrestler movie. 

Like Santo and The Blue Demon? 

Yeah, like a Santo film but more Blue Demon 
than Santo. What it is, is what if there really was 
a masked wrestler and there really were vam- 
pires in Mexico. And treat it completely straight. 
Not tongue-in-cheek, not postmodern - straight. 
I would love to do it but I have yet to find the 
tone. I've written 60 pages of it and I freeze right 
there. 


One last question: Since you’re hard at 
work on Hellboy 2, what can you tell our 
readers about it? 

We are in the third or fourth week of pre-pro- 
duction and it's looking great. Unfortunately, we 
are having to cut the screenplay quite a bit to 
fit the budget which is almost the size of the 
first one, but the scope of the movie is almost 
twice the size of the first one. So we’re doing 
some judicious cutting. But I think it’s a much 
better adventure for Hellboy because you don’t 
need to introduce the characters, people know 
who they are and how they work, so I’m having 
a better time with this one. And [Mike] Migno- 
la’s enjoying it much more. [Laughs] 


Ivana Baquero told me you sent her a bunch 
of books to read to help prepare for the role. 
What titles did you send her and why? 

We share a love for manga so I sent her a good 
package of manga. But beyond that I sent her a 
couple of anthologies of fairy tales, you know, 
Victorian anthologies like The Blue Fairy Book 
and The Violet Fairy Book and The Green Fairy 
Book. I love them. They are republished in North 
America by Dover, but were collected originally 
by Andrew Lang and I think they were some of 
the most comprehensive, smart, collec- 
tions of fairy tale books. They 
were published in the mid-19th 
century, which is to me the 
most exquisite period for 
fairy tales. You have people 
that are not only illustrating 
them, but also compiling 
them: they feel like a 
work of art. 


Perhaps because you’re able to use Hellboy 
to explore world mythology this time, which 
really is the backbone of his comic. 

That’s right. I also am charged about the fact 
that we are not dissimilar in theme to Pan's 
Labyrintlr. the idea of the most mundane reali- 
ty kind of grinding away at fantasy. So, it 
should be cool! 






WMe a taRdful of recent cinematic adaptations would indicate lorrors love affair wilh 
cliildren's stories is a growing Irend, a glance at tlie blood} historf of Iradilional 
fairy tales also reveals a natural relationship between innocence and terror. 

The Rise of the— ^ 

HORRIFIC 

Children’s Fable 



by Rodrigo Gudiflo 



Struwwelpeter 


little boy gets both his thumbs cut off 
because he can't stop sucking them; a little 
girl bums to death because she plays with 
matches. Are these scenes from some forsak- 
I en horror film? Actually, they are excerpts 
from a book of children’s tales more than 1 50 
years old. Since its publication in 1845, Dr. Heinrich Hoffmann’s 
Strmvwelpeter (meaning “shock-headed Peter” and pronounced 
“Strubelpater") has sold millions of copies and has been translat- 
ed into more than 100 languages. 

The environment which gave birth to Strmnvelpeier, 1 840s Ger- 
many, was a wealthy, stable society, but one that presumably did 
not blanch at the thought of frightening its kids into obedience. 
Struwwelpeter became something of a classic, and more than a 
few kids were treated to its selection of feaiTul pictures and stories, 
such as the one of chubby Augustus who refuses to eat his soup, 
wastes away and finally dies five days later; Romping Polly, who’s 
told not to frolic and takes a fall and loses one of her legs; and 
Cruel Paul, who tortures all manner of creatures until he gets his 
terrible comeuppance from the animal kingdom one summer day. 

Book publisher Feral House re-released Struwwelpeter in 1999, 
Dover has reprinted Andrew Lang's “Coloured” Fairy Books sev- 
eral times and, more recently, Fantagraphics published Bob 
Staake’s adaptation of the tales (see p.62 for review). This is 
emblematic of a growing movement within horror to plunder chil- 
dren’s stories for their inherent ideas of terror and fear, which has 
successfully infiltrated the cinematic idiom with not only Pan 's 
Labyrintlu but also The Chwnides of Narnia: The Lion, the Mtch 
and the Wardrobe (2005), The Brothers Grimm (2005), The Witch- 
es ( 1990), Snow \Miite: A Tale of Terror (1997) and 1984’s The 
Company of Wolves (both inspired by the fables of the Brothers 
Grimm) and to a lesser degree films like Rumpelstiltskin (1996) 
and Child's Play (1988). 

The wholesale, unequivocal terror that only children can experi- 
ence seems to be the impetus behind these movies. In light of this, 
it is hardly surprising that horror films have recently been inter- 
preted as adolescent versions of the fairy story, particularly those 
that involve - like Stniwwelpeter'?, scissors-wielding maniac - a 
boogeyman of some sort. 


In her book, No Go the Bogeyman (1999). mythographer and 
cultural historian Marina Warner argues that the psychological 
history of scary children’s stories follows a trajectory from terror 
and discipline to acceptance and celebration, or what she calls “the 
pleasure principle.” In other words, children grow up fearing the 
boogeyman as an enforcer of disciplinary codes, but as they get 
older and the enforcement becomes unnecessary or is simply 
ignored, the boogeyman is transformed into a figure of entertain- 
ment. 

This may explain the undying affection that horror audiences 
have for their boogeymen, notably Halloween^ Michael Myers, A 
Nightmare on Elm Street's Freddy Krueger and Jason Voorhees 
from the Friday the 1 3th series. Insipid as their stories have 
become, these figures endure because they represent a harmless 
caricature of a deep childhood fear. 

Not all fairy tale-inspired horror movies are caught up in the 
idea of a weapon-wielding boogeyman exacting retribution (usu- 
ally for breaking the rules of acceptable teenage conduct). Some 
of them mine the fairy tale world for its wealth of symbolism (i.e. 
Pan’s Labyrinth) and sexual subtexts. The Company of Wolves 
retells Little Red Riding Hood from the point of view of the girl 
who gives herself willingly to the wolf In Snow White: A Tale of 
Teiror, the young Snow is much less innocent than her Grimm’s 
counterpart. In Pan 's Labyrinth, young Ofelia deliberately resists 
the discipline of her vicious adoptive parent and is subsequently 
rewarded for her disobedience. 

Nevertheless, if one accepts Warner’s thesis, it would easily 
explain why horror movies are attracted to the tropes of the fairy 
tale. After all, both share a central preoccupation with fear and 
improper conduct. Beyond that, however, horror movies and fairy 
tales seem to depend on the idea that there is a natural relationship 
betv.'cen innocence and terror: one must exist for the other to exist. 
Granted, fairy tales and slasher films are content to simply make 
the connection, but that's not to say that it can’t be used to re-eval- 
uate issues of fear and morality. As a disciplinary tool. 
Struwwelpeter and the stories of The Bmthers Grimm might have 
lost their clout, but as a fount for accessing deeper, more lasting 
horrors, they have never been more relevant. % 
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DIRECTOR BOB CLARK LOOKS BACK AT A CAREER IN CANADIAN 
HORROR THAT CULMINATED WITH LACK CHRISTMAS. 



ver his 35-year career, director 
Bob Clark has tackled almost 
every genre, from lewd teen sex 
farces to family movies about 
Nazi-fighting toddlers. It’s his 
three remarkable 1970s horror 
classics, however, that are 
among the most revered in the director’s filmog- 
raphy. With Children Shouldn't Play with Dead 
Things, Deathdream and the highly influential 
proto-slasher Black Christmas, Clark set himself 
apart from his grindhouse-focused contempo- 
raries through fully-realized characters, creepy 
imagery and occasional flashes of humour. With 
all three of his treasured horror films currently on 
the remake slate, Clark is finally poised to take his 
rightful place between Carpenter and Craven as 
one of the true masters of fright cinema. 

Like many aspiring directors, Clark first 
stretched his filmmaking muscles in Florida’s 
low-budget world of exploitation cinema. 

“I trained myself by being a production manag- 
er, an assistant director, doing virtually every job,” 
Clark recalls. "[But] I realized if I wanted to be a 
filmmaker there were two ways to start: either 
direct a horror movie or a porno movie. And I did- 
n’t want to direct a porno movie.” 

Released in 1 972, Children Shouldn 't Play with 
Dead Things marked the first creative collabora- 
tion between Clark and writer/makeup artist Alan 


Ormsby. The pair would woiR together many 
times over the next few years. 

“We were way younger than we should have 
been to make movies," laughs Clark, who 
describes the $40,000 film as “a clear comic 
homage to Night of the Living Dead." 

Children stars Ormsby as an ostentatious the- 
atre director who invites an acting troupe to a 
small island graveyard to dabble in black magic 
and resurrect a freshly dug-up corpse. The 
evening’s events are meant as a mean-spirited 
prank, but when bodies really do start to claw 
their way out of the ground, the film’s smirking 
black humour gives way to an all-out zombie 
bloodbath. Despite the raw craftsmanship on dis- 
play, most notably from Clark and Ormsby’s “col- 
lege buddy" cast, the pair’s sardonic take on 
Romero’s classic became a big hit in drive-ins 
across North America. 

When Quadrant Films, a Toronto-based start- 
up, offered to bankroll Clark and Ormsby’s follow- 
up feature, the young directors jumped at the 
chance to work with a larger budget. 

“Basically, they Just called and asked what we 
wanted to do. We had Deathdream ready, so we 
decided to go with it,” says Clark, who at the time 
was steadily developing his own unique take on 
the horror genre. “Even though horror films often 
deal with fantasy, I put an immense amount of 
effort into credibility. I want the audience to 


believe they’re in a real world. With that, I believe 
there is a poetry in films that comes from the film 
movement, the flow, the editing. I try very hard to 
create that in my films - 1 want to achieve a kind 
of honesty.” 

This attention to realism is immediately appar- 
ent in the creepy and evocative Deathdream. 
Working once again from a script by Ormsby. 
Clark traded Children’s satirical tone for detailed 
characterizations and the deep-seated alienation 
of a nation still in the grip of the Vietnam conflict. 

"Deathdream is a political horror film,” says 
Clark. "It’s very subtle - a lot of people didn’t even 
get it.” 

Its plot centres around Andy Brooks (Richard 
Backus), a soldier supposedly killed in action who 
unexpectedly returns home to his grateful par- 
ents. Their reunion takes a macabre twist, how- 
ever, when it’s revealed that Andy really did die in 
the war and he’s a zombie leaving a trail of bod- 
ies behind him. As Andy’s odd behaviour 
estranges his friends and loved ones, Death- 
dream reveals itself as a chilling breakdown of 
the family, mirrored by the steady decomposition 
of Andy’s dead flesh. Assisting Ormsby in creating 
this effect was a young Tom Savini, making his 
feature film effects debut. 

“Tom was a clever guy,” Clark recalls. “He 
came up with some inventive ideas. I wanted to 
be as realistic as we possibly could, and I think 
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the progression of (Andy’s] decay was artfully 
achieved for the money.” 

Relocating to Toronto for post-production on 
Deathdream, Clark and Ormsby also began work 
on a biopic of infamous serial killer Ed Gein. Co- 
directed by Ormsby and Children s\ar Jeff Gillen, 
Deranged is a darkly comic piece that portrays 
Gein (also the inspiration for screen killers Nor- 
man Bates and Leatherface) as an earnest dirt 
farmer blissfully ignorant of the extent of his mur- 
derous atrocities. 

“I was with it the whole way - 1 was the pro- 
ducer and actually edited it." says Clark, who 
notes that Savini was once again enlisted to cre- 
ate the film's gross-out effects. “It’s a very graph- 
ic. frightening, chilling film. I was a little horrified 
- and that's a compliment!" 

Unfortunately, the joyously trashy Deranged 
also marked the last official collaboration 
between Clark and Ormsby, whose individual hor- 
ror sensibilities were increasingly at odds. While 
his partner returned to Florida. Clark decided to 
stay on north of the border to tackle a script by 
Canadian screenwriter Roy Moore called The 
Babysitter, a thriller loosely based on an urban 
legend . about a teen who receives harassing 
phone calls. Reworking the story slightly into a 
disturbingly open-ended slasher, Clark soon 
began work on one of most influential and note- 
worthy horror films of the decade: Black Christ- 
mas. 

Although the foundation of the slasher film had 
been established by filmmakers such as Alfred 
Hitchcock, Mario Bava and H.G. Lewis in the 


1 960s. Black Christmas solidified the conventions 
of the emerging subgenre, despite Clark’s prefer- 
ence for an atmosphere of menace rather than an 
inflated body count. 

“I’m not a blood and guts kind of horror direc- 
tor. I'm more horrified by what we think is there 
rather than what might actually be there.” says 
Clark, who purposely kept Billy, Black Christmad 
foul-mouthed antagonist, vague and undefined 
throughout the film. Using a subjective camera to 
represent the kiiler’s view, he forces the audience 
to project their own deepest fears onto Billy, as he 
dispatches a series of sorority girls from his hid- 
ing place in their attic. 

Even more than Deathdream, Black Christmas 
presents viewers with a chillingly credible tale of 
murder and mayhem, with nuanced, three- 
dimensional characterizations of Billy’s intended 
victims. 

“It was my intention, above everything else, to 
make these girls college students, not bimbos,” 
he affirms. Aided by his most talented cast yet, 
including Olivia Hussey, Keir Dullea, Margot Kid- 
der, Andrea Martin (see p.28) and John Saxon 
(see p.26), Clark gives his characters a sense of 
warmth by finding humour in their quirky behav- 
iour. This is especially true of Kidder’s caustic 
Barb, who makes veiled sexual references to a 
baffled cop, and goes on a drunken rant about 
copulating turtles - two of the film’s most mem- 
orable scenes. (“Humour is part of our lives," 
notes Clark. “I don't think I’ve made any films 
without it.") 

A marked progression over Childrerfs some- 


times uneven tone. Black Christmas seamlessly 
integrates character development with a series of 
gracefully shocking visuals - an ominously ring- 
ing phone, a girl suffocated by a dry-cleaning 
bag, and an iconic lone eyeball peeking through a 
crack in the doorway. It’s perhaps because dark 
imagery is the film’s true source of terror that 
Clark is still hesitant to call Black Christmas a 
“slasher." 

“It’s more a psychological horror film, but it 
clearly influenced the genre - and that’s fine with 
me," he states, adding that his film famously 
inspired John Carpenter when the two filmmak- 
ers were working on a hillbilly horror film for 
Warner Brothers in 1975. 

“John was a big fan of Black Chrisbnas and 
asked Warner Brothers if they could get me as a 
director. [The proposed movie] was set in Ten- 
nessee, it was about some mountain people who 
were retarded and became quite dangerous 
when these people invaded their territory. It was 
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Legendary cult actor John Saxon remembers his 
ROLE AS Lieutenant Kenneth Fuller in 
^ .HRTsfMAo. 


BY JovankaVuckovic intebview by John W. Bowen 


ohn Saxon is one of those actors that 
popped up everywhere during the 
1960s, 70s and '80s. He appeared on 
all kinds of TV series including Bonanza, Night 
Gallery, The Rockford Files, The Six Million Dol- 
iar Man, Magnum PI, Fantasy Island, Dynasty, 
Ray Bradbury Presents, Murder She Wrote, and 
on and on. On the silver screen he starred along- 
side Bruce Lee in cinematic gold such as Enter 
the Dragon (1973), as well as campy crapfests, 
most notably, Mitchell, Mystery Science Theatre 
SOOOs favourite whipping boy. 

Of course, he’s most remembered by horror 
fans for having worked with Dario Argento on 
Tenebre (1982), Wes Craven on A Nightmare on 
Elm Sfreef (1984) and Bob Clark on his landmaii< 
1 974 Canadian slasher flick Black Christmas. 

"[Black Christmas] was ttie next Uiing that I 
did, after Enter the Dragon, that same year," 71 - 
year-old Saxon, who holds a black belt in karate, 
explains. "I did it because I knew that Enter the 
Dragon [was going to be] a success. I read the 
script for Black Christmas and I said, ‘This is 
going to be a success too.' ... I think it was prob- 
ably the best leading man kind of role that I had, 
where I was the chief male in the situation and 
was kind of composed and enthralled - and pho- 
tographed very well, I must add.” 


Saxon was cast as Lieutenant Kenneth Fuller, 
a kind Canadian cop who tries in vain to capture 
an unidentified creep, who’s been terrorizing a 
sorority house (Olivia Hussey, Margot Kidder and 
Andrea Martin were among the tenants) with 
obscene phone calls while stalking and killing 
them one by one. As any Black Christmas fanat- 
ic knows, Saxon was set to play the role, but was 
replaced by actor Edmund O’Brien. Later he was 
called in at the last-minute to replace the ailing 
O’Brien, agreeing to fly into Toronto overnight - 
learning the lines for his first scene on the plane. 

“I arrived at about midnight in Toronto and was 
taken to the set, which was the scene in the park 
where I have the megaphone, you know, and I 
think I finished at about three in the morning or 
later." Saxon recalls. “It was a last-minute deci- 
sion. I don’t know if [O'Brien] was ill or if he was 
drinking or what it was, but it was an emergency 
call that got me back into the show,” 

Black Christmas became the third largest 
grossing movie in Canada at the time. But 
despite its initial success, the film was bizarrely 
retitled and re-released to foreign markets under 
the name Silent Night Bioody Night (because 
Warner Bros, felt that viewers would think it was 
“a movie about black people, thereby narrowing 
the market,” according to Saxon). That absurdity 


and poor international box office returns aside, 
Saxon feels (as do many genre cinephiles) that 
Biack Christmas nevertheless went on to inspire 
an entire subgenre: the slasher movie, which 
obviously iricludes Halioween. John Carpenter’s 
seminal horror film was based on a similar 
premise and released five years after Clarks 
movie. 

“Shortly thereafter, I remember seeing other 
films with names I can’t remember that had the 
same gimmick," says Saxon, “I didn't really go to 
see any of the movies like Friday the 13th, and 
so on, but I’m pretty sure they had a springboard 
from Black Christmas in a way." 

Though Saxon has a long list of movie and TV 
credits - including Argento's Masters of Horror 
episode Pelts and the Vancouver-shot horror 
anthology Trapped Ashes - he still cites Black 
Christmas as his favourite genre role to date. 

“I’m a bigger fan of Black Christmas simply 
because I did like the idea. When I read the script 
of Nightmare on Elm Street ... I don't remember 
that i was too crazy about everything in the 
script." he admits. "Black Christmas really is a 
drama about people with different conflicts with 
one another, like Olivia had in the sense of abor- 
tion, which at that time was pretty risky." 

Genre fans would tend to agree: the film is still 
celebrated as a stylish, influential cult classic to 
this day and received its third DVD release (in 
Canada) from Critical Mass on November 21. 

“I just came from a horror convention, and 
mentioning Black Christmas drew the most 
response, the most applause and appreciation 
from the audience,” he says. “I second that 
because I don’t know how many horror films per 
se I’ve been in but I think that Black Christmas 
comes closest to being a drama tliat has a real 
sense of horror to it. including the finale where 
the audience knows the killer is a complete mis- 
take, and that [the real killer] still exists. That’s 
the kind of thing that I don't think was often done 
at the time; the bad person generally was 
caught, incarcerated or kilted.” 




a good script... similar to The Hills Have Eyes in a 
way, but a little stranger." 

After the film fell through due to casting prob- 
lems, Clark instead shared his idea for a hypo- 
thetical Black Christmas sequel that would see 
Billy return on October 31 . 

"John was inspired by it, but he didn’t copy it," 
tile director confirms. 

Although it was never Clark’s intention to return 
to horror after completing Black Christmas, tiie 
lasting influence and popularity of his early works 
continued to draw him back into the genre, even 
if he never managed to find a project he was 
entirely happy with. Even a reunion with Ormsby 
for the 1990 William Castle tribute ftrpcom ended 
disastrously. 

“The money people wanted to fire Alan for an 
unjust reason. I fought as hard as 1 could, but they 
were hysterical,” Clark recalls. “It caused intense 
pain for Alan. Essentially, I just completed it and 
threw it back at them and said forget about it. I 
never even got paid for it - that’s the independent 
film world!” 

Early in his career Clark had feared being type- 
cast as a horror director, even refusing credit for 
his work on Ormsby’s Deranged, but a string of 
box offices successes in the 1980s, including 
Porky's and A Christmas Story, left him unable to 
break free from an entirely different genre. 

“I semi-retired in 1988 [because] I was strictly 
getting offered comedies, but I didn't want to be 
just that kind of director,” he admits. 

Five yeare later Clark returned to filmmaking, 
excited by the opportunity to work with playwright 
Arthur Miller on an adaptation of his Depression- 
era drama American Clock. At this point, the film- 
maker realized the benefit of alternating between 
personal projects and bigger Hollywood assign- 


ments. “I could see I needed to make a living, and 
they just started bringing me things like Baby 
Geniuses," explains Clark, who maintains that he 
doesn’t pay attention to the sometimes harsh crit- 
icisms of the film. “It was what it was: entertain- 
ment for an eight or nine-year-old. it did very well, 
and it surged me back into my career.” 

Recently, interest in Clark’s career has been 
renewed by Glen Morgan's Black Christmas 
remake, the special edition of the original BC, plus 
announced remakes of both Deadidream and 
Porky's. Last year, the filmmaker even decided to 
return to the genre that launched his career with 
a remake of Children Shouldn't Play with Dead 
Things. 

“The approach is sort of Monty Python 
meets Night of the Living Dead. The com- 
edy is very satirical,” he declares, adding, 

“I’m determined to do it this spring.” (For 
more on the remakes, see RM#49.) 

Since 2003, Clark has also pursued an 
original horror project, The Dreamers, 

British writer Roger Manvell’s novel of 
shared nightmares and British cultural 
imperialism. Clark also adds that some- 
time he may pursue another horror film 
called Fat Tuesday. 

One of the few directors to bring a dis- 
tinctive style to the genre, Clark obviously has a 
lot of affection for his early horror films, and feels 
gratified that all three have managed to develop 
cult followings over the years. 

“I tried to make reasonably intelligent horror 
movies, and fortunately they connected with peo- 
ple," he says. “People consider my films to be an 
important part of the growth of the genre in tiie 
1970s. I’m very proud of them personally, and I 
respect the genre enormously.” £ 



Starring Olivia Hussey, Margot Kidder 
and John Saxon 
Directed by Bob Clark 
Written by Roy Moore 
Critical Mass 

Released to coincide with the theatrical 
remake, this is the third DVD version of Bob 
Clark’s seminal yuletide slasher since 2000. 
While it’s great to finally have Black Christnas 
with a gorgeous anamorphic widescreen trans- 
fer and 5.1 soundtrack remix that makes for a 
great stocking stuffer, it seems that Critical 
Mass has suddenly gotten stingy with the gen- 
erous extras of Christmas past. 

The company’s 2004 DVD was packed with a 
35-minute documentary, commentary tracks 
from Clark and stars John Saxon and Keir Dul- 
lea, a reversible cover, etc. Oddly, those fea- 
tures have been dropped for The 12 Days of 
Black Christmas, a new documentary by self- 
professed “superfan” Dan Dutfin. Haltingly nar- 
rated by Saxon, this twenty-minute piece is as 
lightweight as a sheet of wrapping paper, 
touching on the most obvious topics - the sub- 
jective camerawork, the film's influence, and 
how the actors got involved with the project 
(spoiler: they auditioned). Good on Duffin for 
wrangling In previously MIA participants Olivia 
Hussey and Margot Kidder, but Clark and Dullea 
are now glaringly absent, as Is any insight Into 
the film. 

The three unexpurgated twenty-minute inter- 
views with Kidder, Hussey and Art Hindis that 
follow feature some very 
strange questions, such as 
whether Kidder ever spent a 
night sleeping on set, and If 
theatrically trained Golden 
Globe-winner Hussey con- 
siders Black Christmas a 
career highlight. Huh? Like- 
wise, a Q&A with Clark, 
Saxon and composer Carl 
Zittrer from a recent screen- 
ing also reveals little new 
info. Finally, there are two 
brief scenes with “alternate audio” - nice, 
maybe, but not essential. 

Black Christmas belongs in every serious 
collection, but fans of the film probably already 
have the definitive DVD. Too bad Critical Mass 
couldn’t have released an anamorphic upgrade 
with all the old extras and stuck the fresh sup- 
plements on a second disc - but perhaps that’s 
being saved for the inevitable fourth re-release. 

Paul Corupe 
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With roles in both the 70s original and the 

SOON-TO-BE-HELEASED REMAKE, ANDREA MARTIN 
EXPLAINS WHY BLACK . JHRISTMAS FANS ARE IN FOR 
k. A SURPRISE THIS HOLIDAY SEASON. 1 


BY Dave Alexander 


ithanoh-so-hotcastofyoungTV I played like we were friends. And I think that 
actors, a writer/director who built Mrs. MacHenry is really aware of the myth, so 
his reputation on the teen-friend- every year she puts out a present for Billy, hon- 
\y Final Destination series, ar\6 a During him. She’s the one who carries the folk- 
teaser trailer that promises, sigh, lore, she’s the one who brings it to the girls - 
“The ultimate slay ridel”, there are plenty of rea- they don't believe in it.” 

sons for horror fans to be skeptical of TVA Films' As in so many contemporary mainstream hor- 
remake of canuxploitation classic Black Christ- ror films, the girls are played by actresses with 
mas. Andrea Martin, however, is not one of them, chiefly TV and teen movie resumes, including 
Martin co-stars in both versions of the film, Michelle Trachtenberg {Buffythe Vampire Slayer, 
and although she’s known first and foremost for Eurotrip), Lacey Chabert {Party of Five, NotAnoth- 
her tenure on the Canadian sketch comedy er Tee/? and Crystal Lowe (Masters of Wor- 
series SCTV, she bolstered her career playing ror. Final Destination 3). Martin says one of the 

victim to deranged stalker Billy in Bob Clark’s main differences between the original and the 

beloved 1974 proto-slasher. In that film, she remake of S/ac/rC/insfmas is that the girls of the 

takes on the role of nerdy roommate Phyllis Carl- sorority house are a lot more “worldly” and 

son, one of several young women preyed upon “sophisticated” tiiis time around, 
by the mysterious killer hiding in a large dorm “I thought [the original] really captured the 
house. (Prior to this she co-starred with Eugene innocence of the sorority giris,” she acknowl- 

Levy in Ivan Reitman’s drive-in staple Cannibal edges. “It was a very different time, and so you 

Girl^. could feel invested in the girls and their deaths. 

“I'm really a chicken, I don’t like violence, I Now the girls are a little bit more snarky and a lit- 

don’t like blood,” Martin admits. “It’s not in my 
world. It wasn’t until I did the [remake] of [Black 
Christmas that I realized what a cult following it 

had." . ' 

Remake writer/director Glen Morgan {The X- \ 

Files, the Willard remake and the Final Destina- • 

tion series), approached Martin for his new ver- 
sion as a nod to the original. This time she is den 

motfier Barbara MacHenry - a character brought v 

to life in the original through stage actress Mari- J 

an Waldman’s swaggering performance. - » 

“I’m not like the first incarnation of Mrs. Mac,” ^ 

she explains. “She was kind of an outsider. Mrs. 

MacHenry, kind of drunk, and the girls made fun 
of her. [This time] we chose to do this like I was 
one of the girls, somebody who spent her life in 
sororities, somebody who was a sorority girl, 
who loves still being part of the sorority system. 


tie bit more antagonistic. I don’t know if the same 
compassion wili be there. ... I don’t know where 
the sympathies will lie in this one." 

A more shocking change to Black Christinas, 
however, is Billy’s back story. Whereas Clark (an 
executive producer on the remake) kept the killer 
an enigma through first-person camera work and 
never showing more of him than an eye peering 
out from a closet, Morgan explores ttie psycho's 
back story through graphic flashtecks to the 
early years. As Martin iwints out, the popular 
more-is-more approach is driving this “slay 
ride.” 

“[The remake] has a lot of special effects, a lot 
of gory details - heads cut off and heads in plas- 
tic and really specific gore. And that was really 
different, to walk into a room and see a hand on 
the floor. The movie opens with tiie family that 
once lived in the house, and the myth is that the 
person that was in the house in 1974 is now still 
alive. When I walked onto that set, there was 
blood everywhere.” 


Andrea Martin in the original Black Christmas (with Margot Kidder), and in the remake (above). 
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- Film Threat 


NATIONAL 

THEATRICAL 

RELEASE! 


SVEN GARRETT IN THE KILLER ROLE {MIAMI TAIL) 
GUNNAR HANSEN (LEATHERFACE FROM 
THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE) 

WITH CERINA VINCENT {CABIN FEVER) 

AND TONY TODD (THE ONE AND ONLY 
CANDYMAN...FROM CANDYMAN) 



IR|«=5 


1 FOR GRISLY BLOODY VIOLENCE, DISTURBING | 
IMAGES. STRONG SEXUALITY AND NUDITY. 

AND FOR LANGUAGE 



LIONSGATE” 

(nVsE: LGF] 


Program Content © 2006 MSP Productions, Inc. All RIglils Reserved. 


www.iionsgate.com 




I 0 enter the world of artist Camille Rose Garcia is to discover a realm 
, A of sickly sweet dystopias and fairy-tale landscapes in which things 
do not end happily ever after. Her acrylic and mixed media paintings refer- 
■ ence the true-life horrors of commercial exploitation and environmental 
] destruction, but Garcia spins them into fantastical nightmares, full of bro- 
. ken innocente and skies smothered by heavy pollution that drips black 
. sludge and skulls. Layers of glazed blues, greens and oranges create a 
' swampy canvas in which her characters - among them punk flapper girls, 
• pie slice-eyed animals and disfigured corporate henchmen - float eerily. 
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BY Kirsten Anderson 


A painter for over a decade, Garcia’s latest work is a bizarre children’s 
BLAB! picto-novelette (less than a novel, longer than a traditional illustrat- 
ed storybook) called The Magic Bottle (Fantagraphics), Three years in the 
making, the book- her second, following a collection of paintings titled The 
Saddest Place On Earth (Last Gasp/Grand Central Press) - is a dark fairy 
tale combining her trademark surreal cartoon imagery with prose saturat- 
ed by bleak subject matter. 

“Many books don’t talk about the truly scary things in the world, and I 
think stories like this help younger people process that aspect of life," Gar- 


Acclaimed painter Camille Rose uwrerrmisioNs 

“ HER LATEST SARK UNIVERSE IN THE Nmi,LTiSTRATED, 
PICTO-NOVELETl'E, T^WSScTBOTTLE. 



Graven Images: Lulu meets the Pirate army and (opposite) Mr. Blue (the 

OCTOPUS) FINDS HIMSELF RIDING IN THE BACK OF THE PEPPERMINT MAN’S FLYING CAR. 

cia tells Rue Morgue. “[Through it] they see that others are also dealing with the same issues 
and the dark aspects of life, like fear, depression and anger." 

It’s not just the occasionally sombre and nightmarish tone that people relate to in her 
work, it’s also the subtle but undeniable black humour found within: “Why is my work dark, 
creepy and sad? Because the world is also!” she says with a laugh. 

In The Magic Bottle, book one of Rose’s Journey into the Peppermint Islands series, a 
young and compassionate girl named Lulu, depressed by the destruction wrought by the evil 
and omnipresent Great Trading Company, suddenly stumbles across a magic bottle contain- 
ing a secret map to a pirate haven, which sank to the bottom of the sea 400 years ago. 
Nature has all but disappeared and everyone except for Lulu is taking antidepressants. 
Sparked by hope, she recognizes kindred spirits in the pirates, seemingly the sole rebels 
against corporate tyranny and the destruction of nature. But Lulu isn’t the only one seeking 
the pirate’s stronghold. The demented and horrific Peppermint Man will stop at nothing to 
get the map for his own murderous plans, and consequently stelks Lulu and her animal 
companions. 
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Lulu endures some pretty grim sce- 
narios, but her magical journey, an alle- 
gory about the capitalist annihilation of 
nature, culminates in an interesting and 
positive twist without giving in to an 
easy “Happily Ever After" cop-out. 

Garcia draws inspiration from classic 
Dr. Seuss, who she feels was “educa- 
tional and inspired kids to think about 
the world." She also explains that the 
chief inspiration for The Magic BoWe 
came from Japanese culture and 
manga. 

“[The Japanese] deal with horror in a 
more pervasive way. rather than rele- 
gating it to a section or genre.” 

And finally, pirates, while currently in 
vogue, have always been a strong 
archetype for her, from the Pirates Of 
The Caribbean ride at Disneyland to the 
later adoption of pirate imagery by punk 
rock culture. 

“They were sort of the original out- 
laws," Garcia explains. “What they rep- 
resent symbolically as a countercultural 
notion has become more important than 
what they really might have been like. 
Plus, they are a good coimterpoint to My 
Pretty Pony or all that pink princess 
stuff!” 

To see more of Camille Rose Garcia’s 
work, or to purchase a copy of her new 
book, visit camilierosegarcia.com. $: 


Peppermint Man tormenting Mr. Blue in a boiling cauldron of oil. 


.The 

- ;(ABovE) Lulu 
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n I am 18 Yeara or Older 
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STATE; 
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Slime City/Naked Fear 
Double Feature DVD 
USA / 1989 
DVD $19.99 


42nd Street Pete's 
EURO-TRASH 2-DVD 
8mm LOOP COLLECTION 
2-DVD $29.99 


10 Anniv. Edition 
USA/ 1996 
DVD $12.99 


WHITE SLAVE/ 
CALIGULA REINCARNATED 
ITALY / 1976-1986 
DBL FEATURE DVD $19.99 


Vampire Ecstasy 
GERMAN / 1974^1 
DVD $29.99 / VHS $29.99 


Postage: $4.00 first item, $1.00 each additional item 
N.J. Residents piease add 6% Saies Tax 

Order Via Web: www.AltemativeCinema.com Order Via Phone: 973-283-2226 

Order Via Fox: 973-492-8988 Order Via Email: ACWarehouse@aol.com 

Mail Coupon To: Alternative Cinema, Inc - P.O. Box 132 - Butler, New Jersey 07405 USA 


AltcrnativcCincma 


CHECK 


MONEY ORDER 
(U.S. FUNDS ONLY) 
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IN HIS NEW BOOK, AWARO-WINNING BRITISH JOURNALIST WILL STORR LAUNCHES 
AN EXTENSIVE INVESTIGATION INTO THE PLAUSIBILITY OF GHOSTS, WITH SOME SURPRISING RESULTS. 



BY MONICA S.KUEBLER 


I magine for a moment that you are a stoic 
skeptic, iumping reiigion, ghosts and ali 
other paranormal phenomena under the 
same wide umbrella of impossibility. Then 
imagine that you encounter something so unex- 
plainable that it throws all these previously con- 
crete beliefs into doubt. What would you do? 
Well, if you’re Will Storr, you write a book about 
it, interviewing demonologists, ghosts hunters, 
psychics, doctors, scientists, exorcists and pur- 
ported victims of hauntings and possession 
along the way. 

For Storr, a self-proclaimed skeptic who was 
working as a full-time feature writer for men’s 
magazine Loaded, what began as a rather 
innocuous assignment would not only turn his 
life upside down but serve as the fuel for Will 
Storr vs. the Supernatural: One Man’s Search for 
the Truth about Ghosts (HarperCollins). 

"I wanted to do this piece about this demo- 


nologist guy from Philadelphia called Lou Gen- 
tile, and the idea really was that I’d go across 
[the Atlantic] and gently make fun of him,” Storr 
tells Rue Morgue. “I thought he’d have this 
added kind of comedic level where he'd be like 
somebody out of Sixth Sense comically seeing 
ghosts .... But obviously when I went across, it 
was very different because everything that he 
told me would happen did happen and I experi- 
enced so much crazy shit that it kind of made my 
head hurt.” 

The incidents Storr witnessed while shadow- 
ing Gentile - including mysterious floating glob- 
ules of light following family members, loud 
reverberating knocks and thumps from behind 
walls and parts of the house no one was in and 
even some convincing EVP {electronic voice phe- 
nomenon) - sent the award-winning Journalist 
spiralling into a kind of crisis of faith. 

“You can’t just say I believe in nothing but 


ghosts because as soon as you sign up to believ- 
ing in ghosts, you’re signing up to a whole series 
of other kinds of beliefs,” Storr explains. “Things 
like the laws of physics as we understand them 
can’t be right. Things like there might be an 
afterlife - all these really insane kind of things 
come into play when you’re studying ghosts. So 
that’s why it became a bit of an obsession and 
something I really wanted to get to the bottom of, 
because if you’re saying that there’s an afterlife, 
it effects everything that you do everyday." 

With that impetus, Storr decided to seek the 
truth. However, he neither set out to prove nor 
disprove ghosts, only to find some answers 
wherever and however they might come. 

“I think it really fascinates people and also it’s 
really striking when you actually do taik about it. 
Just the amount of people that have had unex- 
plainable kind of ghostly experiences is incredi- 
ble, far more than I think people realize because 
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there is no national database of ghostly experi- 
ences,” says Storr of his friends’ reaction to his 
undertaking. “Professionally, I think people think 
I’m a bit of a weirdo now, and I think people have 
got a bit of a distrust of it, especially since I con- 
cluded in the book that 1 think the [ghostly lore] 
is real and there is definitely something to it.” 

His search took him across the UK, as he 
sought out a variety of professionals and lay folk 
who have claimed some experience with the 
supernatural. It even took him to the Vatican and 
onto the set of TV’s successful ghost-hunting 
series Most Haunted, which he quickly debunked 
after finding a shooting schedule with “happen- 
ings” planned for certain points in the show. 

A much more challenging aspect of Storr’s 
research, however, turned out to be tracking 
down interview subjects and getting them to 
agree to be in the book. 

“A lot of people who’ve had these strange 
experiences, they don’t really want publicity, they 
don’t want thousands of people to hear their 
story because, frankly, they’re a bit traumatized 
by it,” says Storr. 

However, many did come forward to share 
their tales, including Janet Hodgson, who in the 
late ’70s, at the age of eleven was at the centre 
of a highly investigated and publicized haunting 
that’s authenticity is still debated by experts to 
this day. 

“You can tell, almost within two minutes of 
meeting somebody, whether they’re for real or 
whether they aren’t,” says Storr of gauging peo- 
ple’s legitimacy, something which is important in 
such investigations. “You meet someone like 
Janet who was the epicentre of the Enfield pol- 
tergeist case, and you go to her house, and it’s a 
very normal house and you meet her and she’s 
very circumspect about what happened, she’s 
certainly not boastful .... She comes across as 
very traumatized, very confused.” 


Storr wasn’t content to simply conduct inter- 
views for his research, however. He also spent 
considerable time shadowing paranormal inves- 
tigation organizations as well as visiting some of 
England’s purportedly most haunted locales on 
his own. 

“A lot of the time you find yourself spending all 
night in some castle and initially you might be a 
bit scared but after awhile you’re just bored and 
cold and you want to go to sleep,” admits Storr. 
“But obviously rt does come with these flashes of 
sheer terror when you experience something.” 

One of Storr’s most frightening on-site experi- 
ences - one he credits for changing his skeptical 
attitude - took place at what is considered to be 
the most haunted house in Britain, Chingle Hall. 

“I’d been there a week and nothing much had 
happened, and on the final night I spent the night 
alone up in this room that had a particularly bad 
reputation,” confides Storr. "It was a room that I 
kind of avoided going into... because it just had a 
horrible feeling in it, I can’t tell you how unpleas- 
ant it was to be in that room. I decided that I was 


But just as doctors and scientists have their 
theories, the Catholic Church has its own, too. In 
his desire to leave no stone unturned, Storr found 
himself in Vatican City interviewing Father 
Gabriele Amorth, the Vatican’s chief exorcist. 

“He was another one who just seemed to be 
very matter of fact about things,” says Storr of 
the meeting. “This is a guy who used to be 
deputy prime minister, he’s a WWII veteran, he’s 
one of the most senior people in ttie whole 
Catholic Church structure and he’s telling me 
these stories about people levitating and six- 
year-old boys suddenly knowing unknowable 
things about priests and being able to speak 
ancient Latin and all this stuff. To me, it was 
massively impressive, because what’s more like- 
ly, that this guy is completely mental and has 
fabricated story after story orthere’s [actually] a 
tittle bit of truth in what he’s saying.” 

In the end, Storr didn’t find his answers, but he 
did lose his skepticism. He even confesses that 
he will continue to investigate the paranormal as 
time allows. 


‘1 EXPERIENCED SO MUCH CRAH SHIT THAT IT 

KIND OF MADE MY HEAD HURT.” 


Sh 
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going to spend the night there and I heard 
breathing in the corner of the room, the really 
clear, unequivocal sound of a human being 
breathing and it was absolutely terrifying.” 

Storr was searching for more than supernatur- 
al experiences though, he was looking for 
answers to the ghostly occurrences that have 
been reported worldwide for centuries. This 
quest led him to doctors who attempted to 
debunk the experiences by calling the witnesses’ 
mental health Into question and open-minded 
scientists who believe that ghostly manifesta- 
tions might be explainable either through the 
stone tape theory (which operates on the 
premise that in certain situations wood, stone, 
etc. can function almost as a tape recorder), con- 
sciousness research (which seeks to prove that 
consciousness can influence the physical) or 
even quantum physics. What became clear is 
that no one explanation could suitably account 
for the myriad different phenomenon reported. 

“It’s like that thing [paranormal researcher] 
Maurice Grosse said to me - if you are looking 
for answers you’re not going to find any, you only 
get answers from charlatans,” says Storr. "Any- 
one tells you definitively what ghosts are, they're 
talking out of their ass because nobody knows. I 
don’t know, priests don’t know, scientists don’t 
know, we just don’t know yet.” 

A Real Ghostbuster; Will Storr. 


“Finding out how little science does know 
about the area kind of gradually sold it to me,” 
says Storr, adding that the witness testimony 
also went a long way to converting him. “If a 
rational explanation was discovered tomorrow. 
I’d accept it. but at the moment I think we are a 
long way away from any rational explanation that 
could do justice to the sheer weight and number 
of experiences that there have been through 
recorded history.” S 
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William Lustig's killer cop cult classic 
starring Bruce (Evil Dead) Campbell, 
Robert Z'Dar and Tom Atkins. 

Digitally remastered with both DTS 
and Dolby Digital S.1 audio and 
anamorphic video, this loaded special 
edition will blow you away! 
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Lewis Jackson's holiday horror 
shocker comes to DVD in an all-new 
digitally remastered anamorphic 
widescreen "Director's Cut". 
Featuring loads of special features, 
including a special bonus audio 
commentary by John IHairspray, Pink 
Flamingos) Waters! 
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TRIPLE THE TORTURE 

SAW III 

starring Tobin Be!!, Shawnee Smith 
and Angus Macfadyen 
Directed by Darren Lynn Bousman 
Written by James Wan and Leigh Whanne!! 

Maple Pictures 

Taking its cues from David Fincher’s bar- 
raising shocker Se7en, James Wan’s nifty 
2004 thriller Saw was, while far from perfect, 
a tense, tricky, slasher movie sidestep that 
worked. The film introduced audiences to one 
of the more interesting nulbars in recent 
memory, the overly verbose, terminal cancer 
victim Jigsaw (Tobin Bell), who subjects his 
victims to time-sensitive. Rube Goldberg- 
esque torture in the hopes that they might 
become better people... or have their faces 
tom apart by reverse bear traps — eitlier one. 

Darren Lynn Boiisman’s sequel was even 
better, a taut, ultra-violent take on Ten Little 
Indians, with an ever-escalating body count 
and an outlandish array of increasingly intri- 
cate clockwork killing machines. Shame 
then, that his almost instantly greenlit Smr III 
is such a dull, pointlessly cluttered, over-plot- 
ted and joyless gorefest that mistakes cruelty 
for ingenuity. 

In it. our dastardly (and near-death) anti- 
hero has officially expanded the franchise 
with his reformed junkie disciple Amanda 
(Shawnee Smith, who’s ab.solutely dreadful) 
and the two of them launch yet another plan 
to teach the morally bankmpt masses grim 
life lessons. Among the doomed are a wide- 
eyed female surgeon (Mission: Impossible 
Ilfs Bahar Soomekh giving what is undoubt- 
edly the worst perfomiance in her short 
career), an alcoholic father (Angus Macfay- 
den) who can't get over the loss of his young 
son and returning patsy Detective Williams 
(Donnie Wahlberg). whose pre-credits foot- 
smashing scene sets the tone for the tummy- 
tuming to follow. All of these poorly played 
characters are awkwardly crammed into the 
action and almost none of their plights pay off 
in any kind of compelling or remotely logical 
way. 

Whannell’s bloated screenplay is beyond 
clunky and his weak words and self-impor- 
tant twists aren’t served by Bousman’s slug- 


gish direction. A massive step down from its 
B-level pulp predecessors. Saw HI, with its 
graphic depictions of liquelled pig flesh, 
twisting limbs and ripped rib cages, functions 
only as a wall-to-wall vomitorium and may 
be the bloodiest R-rated movie ever released 
theatrically. Unfortunately for those of us 
looking for more, the only brains on display 
are the ones that get drilled out of human 
skulls. 

Chris Ale.xander 

GILLIAM CGIS GENRi- KINOA 

IIDELAND 

Starring Jodelle Fertand, Jennifer Tilly 

and Jeff Bridges 

Directed by Terry Gilliam 

Written by Terry Gilliam and Tony Grisoni 

Capri Films 

Where the unrelenting bleakness of cmcl 
reality meets the imaginary realm of full-on 
fantasy, there’s a strange, delusional nether- 
world - a demented borderland which maver- 
ick filmmaker Terry Gilliam (Brazil. 12 Mon- 
keys) has explored time and time again but 
perhaps never with the concentrated force of 


his latest feature. Tideland, adapted from the 
novel by Mitch Cullin. 

Jodelle FeiTand (Silent Hill) stars as Joliza- 
Rose, an insane little girl abandoned in a 
farmhouse and forced to fend for herself fol- 
lowing the death of her junkie parents. With 
nothing but her own compromised devices to 
guide her. she gradually slips into a psychotic 
state, kept company by an array of talking 
doll heads, her father's rotting corpse and a 
couple of deranged country bumpkins as 
unbalanced as she is, but far more dangerous. 
Jennifer Tilly and Jeff Bridges are cleverly 
cast as the ill-fated, disastrous parents who, 
despite some truly horrifying child-rearing 
skills, remain endearing. But it is the young 
Canadian actress Ferland who absolutely 
steals the show with a performance so fierce, 
one can only wonder how a ten-year-old 
could possibly channel such painfully 
deranged energy. 

Ferland is merely one important Canadian 
contribution to the film, though. Tideland was 
lensed in the pastoral prairie lands of 
Saskatchewan, the perfect setting for 
Gilliam's characteristic wide-angle composi- 
tions. which greedily swallow up that glori- 
ous, .sun-drenched countryside. However, the 
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lack of any clear and direct narrative devel- 
opment coupled with the unsettling and con- 
frontational subject matter makes Tideland a 
seriously challenging film. 

Regardless, it is classic Gilliam and essen- 
tial viewing for ardent admirers of the man's 
work. It's not always a pleasant ride but it’s a 
powerful meditation on the relationship 
between perception and the imagination, and 
although it’s not a horror film proper, it’s rid- 
dled with enough balls-to-the-wall morbidity 
to appeal to even the most macabre sensibili- 
ties. 

Stuart Andrews 

UNDEAD VS. NEARLY DEAD 

Cin Of BOTT 

starring Frank Sudol 

Written and directed by Frank Sudol 

Unearthed Films 

If there's one thing walking dead movies 
have taught us it's that where there's a mall, 
there are zombies. The lesson 
here is that when your city’s 
overrun with shambling stiffs, 
stay the fuck away from the 
shopping centre. But. what if 
you just had to go there? That’s 
the problem facing a senile, 
cantankerous old fart named 
Fred who finds himself bat- 
tling hordes of zombies as he 
makes his way to the mall to find something 
he needs so desperately that he is willing to 
risk life and limb; a new pair of slippers! 

Cit\- of Ron is a Flash-animated feature - 
yes, a zombie cartoon - filled with so much 


blood, gore, spilled brains and gut-munching 
that most other zombie movies pale in com- 
parison. Think South Park meets the com- 
bined undead casts of Romero's Dead 
movies. 

After the global water supply has been 
infected with parasitic wonns, major cities 
have been taken over by flesh-hungry zom- 
bies. This provides Fred with ample slaughter 
opportunities as he shuffles through the city 
with his trusty walker, encountering the odd 
survivor who inevitably falls to the same fate 
as the walking dead. 

Sudol wrote, directed, animated, voiced 
and perfonned the music for the movie, 
which was adapted from his imaginative 
online shorts, some of which are included on 
the DVD. CoR runs 77 minutes and because 
almost all of the dialogue is Fred talking to 
himself or his walker, it tends to drag a bit 
betv.'ccn messy bouts of zombie bashing. 
Still, it’s a must-see for zombie fans and a 
welcome departure from some of the gmc 
coughed up by Hollywood as of late. It might 
be a cartoon but sit back and enjoy the fact 
that not since Bubha Ho-Tep has there been so 
much carnage done with a walker to the 
undcad! 

Last Chance Lance 

WHY. WON'T. YOU. DIE? 

IfllillE: BEl/ENEE 

Starring Hisako Shirata, Minami and Anri Ban 
Written and directed byAtaru Oikawa 
Media Blasters 

Another issue, another Tomie movie. 
Japanese manga artist Junji Ito's undying 


tecnaged seductress should really be laid to 
rest for awhile after this crappy installment, 
the seventh in the series and the third by 
writer/dircclor Ataru Oikawa. Like Freddy. 
Jason and Lcatherface. Tomie needs to go 
away so we’ll want her back as much as her 
smitten suitors. 

The plot: after accidentally running over a 
girl in the woods (who promptly gets up and 
runs off). Dr. Kazue Suma (Hisako Shirata) 
discovers another girl, Yukiko (Minami). in 
an abandoned mansion and brings her back 
to her clinic. Yukiko is close to death and 
remembers nothing. 

A year later. Kazue is 
confronted by officers 
from the Public Security 
Investigation Agency, 
an Y-F/Vei'-like govern- 
mental body. The offi- 
cers e.xplain to Kazue 
that over 100 Tomie 
incidents have been 
reported since the mid- 
19th century, and they 
believe that the disap- 
pearance of the daughter of Kazue 's superi- 
or, Dr. Tagashi. and Yukiko's appearance are 
connected to the Tomie legend. Kazue refus- 
es to allow them to interview Yukiko but is 
disturbed enough to investigate on her own. 

This leads to a montage of video footage (a 
la Blair Witch) that shows a group of young 
men compelled by Tomie (Anri Ban) to kill 
their friend Yukiko. But lust and jealousy 
lead them to kill each other first, and the 
clueless Yukiko is kidnapped from Kazue's 
clinic by survivor Hamaguchi. He delivers 
Yukiko to Tomie, who is holed up in the 
abandoned mansion, which she has trans- 
fonned into a Hieronymus Bosch-style love 
nest. There, Tomie is confronted by Dr. 
Tagashi. who we learn is also in love with 
the girl. 

Sound like a soap opera? Tomie: Revenge 
plays like one. Shot on video with an obvi- 
ously low budget, it suffers from poor char- 
acterization (Shirata is especially unconvinc- 
ing as a doctor), too much exposition versus 
action and a decided lack of inspiration. 

Tomie will surely rise from the grave 
again, but let's hope she does so with a bet- 
ter story and a decent budget. 

Sean Plummer 
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BtOOD Of T«f VOMPIRf 

When Dr. John Pierre (Vincent Ball) is falsely 
accused of practicing medical heresy, he is 
sent to a remote castle prison run by Dr. 
Callistratus (Donald Wolfit), a maniacal 
scientist who specializes in strange diseases 
of the blood. Aided by violent prison guards 
and a creepy hunchback. Dr. Callistratus 
proves to be much more than he seems. 


m HfLlFIRE CLUB 

A rollicking swashbuckler set in the 1700s, 
The Hellfire Cluh stars Keith Michell as Jason, 
an adventurous young man who returns to the 
ancestral estate after a lengthy absence to 
claim his lordship, only to discover that his 
cousin Thomas (Peter Arne) has taken over 
and turned it into a lusty den of sin and 
inequity governed hy an infamous secret 
society called the Hellfire Club. 


SPECIAL fEATURES: 

•Commentary (Blood of the Vampire only) 

•Trailers 

•Still Gallery 

•Biographies 
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Starring Christopher Denham, Olivia Hussey 

and Erick Kastel v/cAr^cDA 

Directed by Andrewvan den Houten 'tAJ^SPACE. 1ft 

Written by Troy McCombs, Steve Klausner 
and Wiiiiam M. Miller 
Freestyle Home Entertainment 

Somewhere out there, in the netherworld between The 
Dead Zone, Altered States, Brain Damage, Jacob's Ladderan6 ' 

the original Nightmare on Elm Street, you’ll stumble into 
Headspace. Nice enough place to visit, but live there? Nuh-uh. ^ 

Talented newcomer Christopher Denham is Alex, a neurotic twentysomething New Yorker 
whose chance meeting with a stranger (Erick Kastel) over a chess game in Central Park 
sends his life into chaos. Along with severe headaches, Alex fimt notices his chess skills 
improving at an alarming rate, but this turns out to be just one symptom of his generally sky- 
rocketing intellect and increasingly frequent clairvoyant episodes. (“You guys just fucked an 
hour ago,” he casually tells a couple.) Baffled doctors, including one played by drop-dead edi- 
ble Olivia Hussey of Black Christmas fame, believe it’s all due to some head injury Alex can’t 
remember suffering, but pretty soon our boy is seeing monsters and mutilated bodies are 
turning up all over Manhattan. 

The narrative is often muddled and some characters' complex relationships are inade- 
quately explained, but recent film school grad Andrew van den Houten's first feature suc- 
ceeds in spite of itself, with energy, invention and atmospherics galore. 

Throughout the commentary track, van den Houten and co-writer/producer William M. 
Miller repeatedly stress that this was a low-budget film, but that’s a pretty ambiguous term 
these days if you’re not willing to cough up at least a rough figure, which they don’t. And 
when your supporting cast is rounded out by Dee Wallace, Sean Young, Mark Margolis, 
actor/director Larry Fessenden {Wendigo) and no less a horror icon than Captain Disturbo 
himself, Udo Kier, it’s safe to bet this baby cost a tad more than your average Troma film. Low 
budget or not, the critters that only Alex can see are strangely cheesy in comparison to the 
rest of tfie film’s production values, and while the choice of practical effecte over CGI is usu- 
ally commendable, the designs here are pretty lame. 

Regardless, van den Houten is undeniably a talented director, and witti Headspace he’s 
delivered an intriguing film that reminds us that psychological horror and graphic gore need- 
n’t be mutually exclusive. His next project is pretty intriguing: an adaptation of Jack 


DEAD WAVES 

Starring Toshihiro Wada, Shihori Kanjiya 
and Masaki Miura 
Directed by Yoichiro Hayama 
Written by Yoichiro Hayama 
and Kayo Kano 
Pony Canyon 

With evci'v technological 
gadget already mapped and 
mined for its scare poten- 
tial. Japanese hoiror direc- 
tors are faced with two 
choices: find new ways of 
tapping the haunted, 
technophobic Japanese 
psyche or throw a few twists into the familiar dig- 
itized ghost stories. First-time director Yoichiro 
Hayama chooses the tatter option for Dead Waves. 
the story of a TV producer whose popular weekly 
scries on paranormal phenomenon ("Spirit Sight- 
ings*’) unleashes a rash of suicides. 

Hayama knows that there's nothing new to be 
said about ghosts in the machine and instead uses 
his threadbare plot to tap into the latent nihilism 
lurking beneath the formal rituals and pieties of 
Japanese life. When Spirit Sightings producer 
Horishi and his too-hip crew arrive to tilm the 
exorcism of a young woman in the cramped, shad- 
ow-filled house she shares with her possibly 
insane brother, they e.xhibit all the enthusiasm of 
teenagers forced into a family picnic. Even when 
the exorcism takes a turn toward the genuinely 
supernatural and menacing. Horishi merely looks 
on, as cool and detached as the various recording 
devices at his disposal. 

The movie owes as much to the discomtected. 
paranoid narratives and bleak interiors of David 
Lynch and early Roman Polanski as the J-hoiTor 
explosion. A bleached-out colour palette of yel- 
lows, greens and greys underscores the antiseptic 
offices and homes of downtown Tokyo while pro- 
viding a stark contrast for the occasional bursts of 
violence and demonic possession. 

But does Dead Haves work as a horror film? 
Yes and no. Sustained dread and repulsion hold 
the film’s disjointed elements together and there 
are some genuinely frightening scenes, but the 
true horror elements have been seen far too many 



Ketchum’s controversial novel Tbe Girl Next Door, so watch this section for details. 

John W. Bowen 


times. Hayama is also occasionally too enam- 
oured with his anti-hero’s angst and ennui, mak- 
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THI0 ISSUE: LANCED GETS AXED 



«»MACKmieO(T„LilVI3S 

IHE mil OF LIZZIE iOBDEN 

Anchor Bay Entertainment 

In 1892, Lizzie Borden allegedly chopped up her mother and father, 
inspiring a catchy rhyme and an enduring legend. More than a hundred 
years later it’s hard to believe tiiat one of the most horrific unsolved 
murder cases in American history has had so few films based on it (six 
according to the IMDb). Curse follows a university professor who takes 
his class to a Lizzie Borden museum where one of his students, Cassie (Danielle De Luca), 
becomes possessed by Lizzie’s evil spirit, and pretty soon the axe is whacking off limbs and 
heads left, right and centre. Though plagued by a low budget and sorry sound effects, De 
Luca’s memorable performance as both Cassie and Lizzie really stands out, and ultimately 
saves this one from the chopping block. 

Body Count: 9 j j 

Axe Kills: 9 I ^ | 

mmM SKKGSTURD 

Al 'EM 

York Entertainment 

Okay homiez, I watch a lot of crap. In fact, 1 watch the crap that crap ■ ' . ! 

scrapes off the bottom of its shoes. That said, every once in a while a 
movie plops onto my desk that makes me wish you had to have a 
license to buy a movie camera. Ax ’Em is one of those films. In it. college gangbangers on a 
weekend getaway in the country find themselves hunted by a deformed killer in shitty make- 
up who grunts and groans while killing them off with everything. . . but an axe! At times I was- 
n’t sure if I was watching a hip-hop video, DEF Comedy Jam or a retarded thirteen-year-old’s 
class project. Director Michael Mfume needs less old-skool, more film school. Word. 

Body Count 11 
Axe Kills: 1 


AK&i 


twa CUT THE CHESE? 


MTI Home Video 

What's better than a movie that begins with horny teenagers getting it 
on followed by said teenagers being brutally hacked to pieces by a 
machete-wielding maniac? Mmm. That’s how Axe (a.k.a. Greed) starts 
off. and thankfully things never let up. This film has bikini babes, 
motorcycle gangsters so tough they ride around on dirt bikes (?!), an 
escaped convict carving up the countryside and an ATV/station wagon 
seen to be believed. Axe is so horribly outrageous, sexy and campy th; 
found myself checking the directing credits to make sure Roger Corman 
ommended If you like your horror with a hearty helping of cheese. 

Body Count: 14 
Axe Kills: 6 
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chase that has to be 
at when it was over I 
wasn’t involved. Rec- 


Last Chance Lance 


ing for some unintentionally comic moments. 
But with a running time of just under 80 min- 
utes, this odd. and at times compelling film, 
deserv'es a viewing. 

James Grainger 

TIE KIDS AREN’T ALRIGHT 


CEIVE BABIEB'S IBE PLSEBE 

Starring James Van Der Beek, Ivana Milicevic 

and Brad Hunt 

Directed by Hal Masonberg 

Written by Hal Masonberg and Teal Minton 

Sony Pictures 

When are zombies not really zombies? And 
funheimorc, when is a film with Clive Barker's 
name attached to it neither written nor directed 
by Clive Barker? The 
answer to both is this movie. 

But with only a few minor 
caveats, it’s well worth a 
gander. 

One fine morning, all 
children under the age of 
nine all over the world fall 
into an inexplicable cata- 
tonic state. And while such 
a scenario must be the 
occasional secret fantasy of 
every babysitter, things take a very nasty turn 
when the kids wake up en masse ten years later 
and start wasting everybody within reach. The 
assailants may not be undead flesh-eaters but 
the action is straight outta Romero territory, 
albeit less violent. 

Taking its structural cue from M. Night Shya- 
malan’s Signs. The Plague focuses on a small 
American community during a worldwide crisis 
and characters carrying heavy personal bag- 
gage. James Van Dcr Beek (Dawsons Creek - 
everybody groan, get it over with) is surprising- 
ly strong as an ex-con who returns home after a 
lengthy prison tenn. His efforts to mend fences 
with his ex (Ivana Milicevic) and various fami- 
ly members are more than hampered by the 
hordes of murderous teens and tweens. Vague 
explanations as to the cause of all this unpleas- 
antness are unsatisfactory, and some muddled 
plot points reek of post-production ftickcry, but 
solid performances across the board and director 
Hal Masonberg’s gifts for action and suspense 
make these problems easy to overlook. Laszlo 
Remenyi’s cool score also warrants mention for 
bolstering the proceedings without overwhelm- 
ing them. 

So what of Barker's involvement? He's cred- 
ited as producer, and while the storyline has 
considerably more in common with Stephen 
King than anything lurking within the Books of 
Blood, The Plague is evidence that Hellraiser's 
daddy is perfectly happy to get behind a solid 
horror flick regardless of subject matter. 

John W. Bowen 
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Christopher Lee 


(iL)rtl of the Rings & 

Star Wars Episodes II & III) 


Edward Woodward 
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In this corner, wearing long black hair 
and coming out of Japan is Takashi 
Shimizu’s lu- , and 

in this corner, also wearing long black 
hair but hailing from Hollywood is 
Takashi Shimizu’s The Graag: . 
Ding-ding-ding... 




A t’s not surprising that Lionsgate put out Ju- 
B 0/7 2 - the fourth of director Takashi 
I Shimizu's seven Grudge fiims (Ju-on: The 
m Grudge 3 is in the works) - on DVD mere 
days before the North American theatricai 
reiease of Sony’s The Grudge 2. Capitalizing on 
Shimizu’s big-budget American sequel to his 
own hit Hollywood-financed remake of Ju-on: 
The Grudge is just good business. What is sur- 
prising is how entertaining it is despite the famil- 
iar story and a lack of narrative evolution - prob- 
lems the American Grudge 2 at least partially 
solves by introducing new plot twists in lieu of 
character development. 

Shimizu retains the intertwined, episodic 
structure of the original Ju-on for both these 
sequels. Ju-on 2 (2003) tells the story of preg- 
nant “horror queen” Kyoko (Noriko Sakai) who's 
haunted by the ghosts of murdered mother and 
son, Kayako (Takako Fuji, playing the same char- 
acter in both versions of the sequel) and Toshio 
(Yuya Ozeki), respectively. She’s been filming a 
TV show in the death house and virtually the 



entire cast and crew are killed by the vengeful 
Kayako as a consequence, with each death 
receiving its own set piece. 

And what set pieces! Despite the modest bud- 
get, Shimizu stages some thrilling kills, especial- 
ly reporter Tomoka (Chiharu Niyama) being hung 
by Kayako’s creeping tresses. And the eventual 
birth scene, while not original (Takashi Miike 
pulled off something similar in Gozifi, is still jaw- 
dropping. Surprisingly, the inevitability of the 
cast’s demise does little to negate the scares 
generated by the kills. 

Granted, enthusiasm for Ju-on 2 - and the 
new American sequel for that matter - is partial- 
ly due to lowered expectations. Shimizu offers lit- 
tle new; Ju-on 2 is essentially a series of kills 
distinguished by a mildly daring narrative struc- 
ture. We learn nothing further about Toshio and 
Kayako: they serve merely as the means to the 
cast’s end. But that end is achieved with style 
and shivers. 

Similarly lowered expectations made The 
Grudge 2 less painful than expected. Aubrey 
(Amber Tamblyn) rushes to Japan to visit big sis- 
ter Karen (Sarah Michelle Gellar In a cheque- 
cashing cameo) in the hospital after the events 
of The Grudge. But Kayako gets to her first, and 
Karen dies in front of her sis. Aided by reporter 
Eason (Edison Chan), Aubrey investigates the 
curse, which seems to be growing in 
strength. 

In a parallel storyline, Allison (Arielle 
Kebbel), a shy American student 
studying in Japan, is taken to the 
haunted house two years later by 
classmates. But the curse con- 
sumes her new friends, and Alli- 


son, virtually comatose from fear, is shipped 
back to the States where Kayako’s grudge takes 
firm root in American soil. 

Grudge screenwriter Stephen Susco returns, 
but his script generates little empathy for his 
characters. The set piece mentality at work in 
Ju-on 2 is even more obvious here, with Kayako 
getting too much screen time. Shimizu embraces 
the American more-is-more aesthetic, making 
the most of Fuji’s well-practiced shamble and 
horrified grimace. So we see Kayako virtually 
every five minutes, usually prefaced by an 
appearance from little Toshio. Repetition dulls the 
victim/villain’s scare potential, but Fuji’s fright- 
ened/frightening features manage to chill again 
and again. 

Susco’s script isn’t brilliant but it does intro- 
duce one interesting idea - that Kayako’s moth- 
er was a kind of exorcist who would feed her 
young daughter the evil spirits of the possessed 
she cured. Does this account for Kayako’s rage? 
No, insists the old woman in curiously perfect 
English. So why bring it up then? What works 
better are the scenes set stateside. When they 
lose the awkward American-in-Japan scenario, 
Susco and Shimizu are more convincing, to the 
extent that an all-American third Grudge film is 
not a wholly terrible prospect as inevitable 
prospects go. 

As for Shimizu, he needs to kick Kayako to the 
curb. Neither Ju-on 2 nor The Grudge 2 embar- 
rass him, but avoiding long-haired ghosts and 
mewling spirit children would probably do him 
good if he wishes to avoid developing a grudge 
with horror audiences. So who’s the Grudge 
match winner? Let's give it to Ju-on 2 by a long, 
black hair. % 
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Starring Dennis Hopper, Caroline Wiliiams 

and Bill Moseley 

Directed byTobe Hooper 

Written by L.M. “Kit" Carson 

MGM 


more than the ferocious first installment 
(see “The Mad Musing of a Schizoid 
Cinephile” column in RM#55 for all my 
gory gushings). That’s not to say Tobc 
Hooper’s outlandish follow-up is a better 
picture than his groundbreaking original, 
but the sequel is just so damned out of 
control, so broad, so black and so riotous- 
ly repellent that it almost defies you to 
embrace it, 


Williams) who accidentally caught their 
last round of yuppie slaughter on audio 
tape. This is the legend of Lcatherface and 
company reinterpreted as grand opera, a 
blazingly evil comedy complete with abra- 
sive star turns by Bill “Chop Top” Moseley 
and Jim Siedow (amping up his mad Cook 
character to the stratosphere). There's also 
a wild central performance by the one and 
only Dennis Hopper as vengeance-crazed 
Texas Ranger "Lefty” Enright, an equally 
crackers, chainsaw-wielding lawman hell- 
bent on bringing down the cannibal clan. 

For years, the film has been available 
unrated (though a brutally censored Cana- 
dian print has also made the rounds) on 
poorly transferred VHS, laserdiscs and 
DVD. but hardcore fans have long been 
clamouring for the kind of special edition 
that this chunk of cult dementia deserves. 
Finally. MGM has answered the call of the 
weird with “The Gniesome Edition.” This 
pristine paean to perversity (in 1:85:1 
widescreen) comes with two incredible 
commentary tracks, one with Hooper, and 
the other with Moseley, Williams and 
effects genius Tom Savini. 

A playful new six-part documentary is 
also included, as well as all those bloody 
’n’ bonkers deleted scenes that you’ve read 
so much about, including the ballistic 
underground garage Jock chainsaw slaugh- 
terfest. Though these cutting-room floor 
moments are rougher than Grandpa’s ass, 
it’s still nice to finally see them, even if 
you now realize why Hooper hacked them 
in the first place. TCM 2 is an acquired 
taste, no doubt, but to those of us who have 
indeed acquired it... it’s a fucking delica- 
cy. 

Chris .Alexander 
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starring Mike Lackey, Bill Chepil 
and Mark Sferrazza 
Directed by J. Michael Muro 
Written by Roy Frumkes 
Synapse Films 


There are but a gaggle of us horror 
hounds who will unabashedly say, without 
a smidgen of shame, that we enjoy The 
Texas ChainsoM- Massacre 2 infinitely 


The "plot” of Chainsaw 2. such as it is, 
is barely there and the film plays more like 
a scries of bizarre events centred around 
the hatter-mad Sawyer clan and its 
attempts to silence a sexy DJ (Caroline 


Street Trash is one of the quintessential 
American cult films of the ’80s, if not of all 
time. It’s a gleefully offensive but ultimate- 
ly warm-hearted splatter film about the 
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street Trash: The two-disc edition features more muck for your buck. 


bums, freaks and crazies that eke out a happy 
existence in a mndown auto-wrecking yard, 
and the gooey havoc a case of rotten booze 
wreaks on their numbers. 

Last fall. Synapse 
released the first of two 
promised versions of 
this classick - a bare- 
bones disc featuring an 
exquisite high-defini- 
tion transfer of the film, 
with the original mono 
soundtrack and a the- 
atrical trailer {see 
RM#50). After much 
delay, the two-disc spe- 
cial edition has finally dropped, just in time 
to contend for Reissue of the Year honours. 

Street Trash may be the only humanist 
exploitation film; its characters are the dregs 
of society, yet each one. no matter how dirty 
or insane, is granted individuality and digni- 
ty... right before they melt into a puddle of 
technicolour glop! That sense of humanity 
(minus the melting) infonns the centrepiece 
of this deluxe edition: writer Roy Fnimkes’ 
two-hour documentary Meltdown Memoirs. 
Utilizing archival, production and interview 
footage with as many of the surviving cast 
members as Frumkes could locate (Mark 
Sferrazza and Jane Arakawa are MIA and 
there is a reward offered for information as 
to their whereabouts), he provides an in- 


depth, chronological history of Street Trash 
from conception through production, up to 
the theatrical premiere and sale of the film to 
Vestron Video. Much as in his script. 
Frumkes lets each individual story work to 
tell the greater tale, giving his subjects the 
space to express both their experiences work- 
ing on the film and the resulting effect, or 
lack thereof, it had on their lives. Why is a 
comic genius like James Lorinz selling cars 
in California?! 

Disc two. which features Memoirs, also 
contains the original 16mm Street Trash 
short, a “lost” promotional teaser for a pro- 
posed feature, and an extensive stills gallery. 
Disc one features the same print as the single- 
disc release, along with a new Dolby 5.1 
sound mix and separate commentary tracks 
from director Jim Muro and Fmmkes. It 
doesn’t get much better, or grosser, than this. 

The Core-met 
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Starring Uta Hagen, Diana Muldaur 
and Chris and Martin Udvarnoky 
Directed by Robert Mulligan 
Written byTomTryon 
20th Century Fox 

When it comes to creepy kid movies, few 
can compare with the heavy hitters. The Bad 



Seed. The Exorcist, The Omen and the orig- 
inal Village of the Damned (and. I suppose, 
The Ring) all feature children as villains 
who efficiently manage to crawl under our 
skins and stay there for years. Killer kids 
are especially compelling because their 
spoiled innocence taps into our fear of par- 
enting a monster we can't control. Robert 
(To Kill a Mockingbird) Mulligan’s The 
Other, until recently a distinguished lost 
classic, takes the terrifying tyke premise 
and doubles it. 

Based on an equally frightening out-of- 
print book by Tom Tryon. nine-year-old 
twins Niles and Holland Perry - one good, 
one very bad - live and play on a pic- 
turesque Connecticut farm with their trou- 
bled family in 1935. Their loving Russian 
grandmother Ada, played expertly by veter- 
an acting coach Uta Hagen, has taught them 
a seemingly innocent telepathic mind exer- 
cise she calls “the game”, which the gifted 
boys pick up quickly. 

When a series of mysterious “accidents” 
befall the family (which includes a young 
John Ritter in his first serious role) and 
neighbours, Niles suspects his devilish 

brother Holland - ^ 

whom their grief- 
stricken. shut-in moth- 
er refuses to speak 
about - is the culprit. 

Afraid to out his mur- 
dering twin, Niles 
tries in vain to stop his 
brother from killing 
again by alerting Ada, 
who is horrified by 
the news. 

Of course appear- 
ances can be deceiv- 
ing, as the gorgeously 
photographed The Other takes us on a chill- 
ing ride full of grim plot twists towards its 
shocking conclusion. A spooky well, dark 
cellar and haunting score by Jeriy Gold- 
smith (Alien, The Omen) take this film to 
the next level of unsettling. Further synop- 
sis details would give away The Other's ter- 
rible secret, so heed our advice and see this 
near-perfect showpiece of psychological 
horror. You won’t be disappointed, unless 
you're an expecting mother. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


THE 

OTHER 
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A Protected Treasure 
from the Depths of Hell! 


He’s Hopping Mad! 


Evil Leaves its Mark! 



Their Ecstacy is 
Your Agony! 



The Wackiest Mind 
Screw Yet! 


Die Happily Ever After! 
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A mysterious man walks 

!\ out of the Namib desert, 

^ hat pulled down low 
over his eyes and duster coat 
flapping, like a cross between 
Clint Eastwood and Stephen 
King villain Randall Flagg. He 
may have been human once, 
but now he’s merely skin over 
spirit - a shape-shifting trick- 
ster demon determined to 
catch as many human souls 
as he can on the point of his 
knife. Whenever he raises his 
hand against the sun to flag 
down a passing car, its driver 
inevitably turns out to be yet another one of the 
man’s natural prey: the faithless, the grieving, 
the lost. So begins Richard Stanley’s Dust Devil, 
a bizarre, metaphysical horror western that bor- 
rows as equally from Sergio Leone as it does 
Alejandro Jodorowsky - but with a hell of a lot 
more blood. 

The film’s bad trip begins when suicidal South 
African housewife Wendy Robinson (Chelsea 
Field), who has just left her dull husband, spots 
the hell-hitcher (played by Thinnets Robert John 
Burke) on an isolated highway and stops to give 
^him a lift. She falls for the stranger - who has a 
•'^habit of sleeping with women, killing them and 
keeping their fingers - and must regain her will 
to live before she becomes his next victim. Their 
^suing cat-and-mouse courtship hooks both 
vfendy’s obsessed husband Mark (Rufus Swart) 
ahd ambivalent local cop Ben Mukurob (Zakes 
Mokae), who consults drive-in owner/magician 


Joe Niemand (John Mat- 
shikiza) on how to deal 
with this demonic serial 
killer, but may not be com- 
mitted enough to his own 
African heritage to effec- 
tively follow Niemand’s 
advice. Two hours later in 
the desert, surreal El Topo- 
style mischief and bad juju 
finally go head-to-head 
with unpredictably explo- 
sive and gory no-hoids- 
barred results. 

First given a truncated, 
re-edited 87-minute US 
release by Miramax and Paramount Home Video 
in 1997 (after its initial backers, Palace Pictures, 
declared bankruptcy). Dust Devil has long been 
considered almost as much of an eccentric art 
house oddity as its anthropologist/visionary cre- 
ator, whose closest cinematic compatriots are 
fellow quasi-religious visionaries and diehard art 
house surrealists Werner Herzog and Alejandro 
Jodorowsky. Dust Devifs dream-like atmos- 
phere, mystical overtones, and luscious imagery 
imbued with menacing symbolism challenge 
viewers in much the same way Herzog or Jodor- 
owsky might. In other words, it’s a movie that’s 
meant to be experienced and not simply 
watched. 

Three years of restoration later, Dust Devil 
acolytes can glut themselves on both the direc- 
tor's cut (developed from pristine 35mm ele- 
ments taken into HD for a 16 x 9 enhanced 
widescreen transfer) and an intriguing workprint 


version which runs ten minutes longer. In both 
cases, the familiar elements soon give way to a 
far deeper, richer exploration of theme, plot and 
character. Previously jolting compaction of time 
and space are plumped back out, adding much- 
needed logic and consistency. An entire subplot 
involving the death of Ben’s son and the failure 
of his marriage has also been restored, at last 
explaining his odd predilection for driving 
around blasting tapes of whale songs in the 
middle of the desert. 

By far the greatest changes, however, have 
been to Joe Niemand’s haunting wraparound 
narration, which gives the whole movie the feel 
of a postmodern fairy tale for adults, It’s ancient 
mythology run through a premillennial tension 
grinder, as striking in its own way as Angela 
Carter’s reinvention of the Little Red Riding Hood 
mythos was for Neil Jordan’s The Company of 
Wolves. 

Also included: the haunting Simon Boswell 
soundtrack, which mixes Mongolian throat 
singing with Ennio Morricone-esque spaghetti 
western riffs, three equally weird and rarely 
screened documentaries (the best of which is 
The Secret Glory, Stanley’s conspiracy nut por- 
trait of Nazi Holy Grail worshipper Otto Rahn, ^ 
supposedly the inspiration for the character of ’ 
Todt in Raiders of the Lost Ark), a making-of 
video production diary and comprehensive com- 
mentaries. Dust Devil offers plenty of blood, sex 
and black magic freakery to go 'round, especial- \ 
ly in this lovingly expanded edition. So stick out . 
your thumb, and enjoy this one-of-a-kind freak^ 
ish nightmare ride. X .P 
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FDNDBNG THE PERFECT MAN 


NOW AVAILABLE ON DVD AT; 


and getting married. But a series of unfortunate 
accidents takes the lives of every boy she's ever 
loved. Until she falls for Alex and the wedding date 
is set. When the best man is murdered at the bachelor 
party and girls in the bridal party start to disappear, 
Jenna has a terrifying realization — the terrible 
secrets ^ront^er past have come back to torment her. 


• Over 10 Minutes 
of Deleted Scenes 

• Original Trailer 
•English & Spanish 

Subtitles 




M aster of the erotic grotesque, Teruo Ishii 
was known in Japan as The King of Cult, a 
title well-deserved for a man 
whose 90-plus films abound 
with images of trussed-up 
geisha, torture-mad noblemen 
and deformed monstrosities (he 
even devoted an entire series of 
films to medieval torture prac- 
tices). Occasionally clunky but 
always willing to go the extra 
mile, Ishii’s films - flavoured 
with the bizarre and surreal - 
resemble a kinky Japanese ver- 
sion of Italian Lucio Fulci's work. 

The simultaneous release of 
Screwed (1998) and Blind Beast 
vs. Killer Dwarf {200^), courtesy 
of Panik House, gives us a look at the tail end of 
the late director’s long career. These films make 
it clear that ishii’s eccentricities hadn’t waned 
since his late-1960s heyday with films like The 
Horror of Malformed Men. 

Screwed is an adaptation of a manga by Yoshi- 
haru Tsuge, figurehead of the underground 
comics movement of the 1 970s which also gave 
us the notorious Hideshi Hino (of Guinea Pig 
fame, RMM2}. Starring Ichi the Killer’s Tadanobu 
Asano, it starts out offbeat and becomes progres- 
sively weirder from there, as the story follows the 
fravails of a nameless and penniless comic book 
artist whose ineptitude with women sends him 
spiralling into a hallucinatory fever dream of his 
own design. Its succession of oneiric set pieces is 
a sight to behold, but it must be said that 
Screwed is less hom'fic than surreally atmos- 
pheric. In creating a dreamlike ambience of shab- 
by inns, rural backwaters, eccentric personalities 
and psychosexual symbolism, Ishii’s Screwed 
predates Takashi Miike’s Gozu by five years. 


Sadly, the same hearty recommendation can- 
not be extended to Blind Beast vs. Killer Dwarf. 

Made in 2001, it languished 
on the shelf for three years, 
finally receiving a minimal 
theatrical release mere 
months before the director’s 
passing at age 81. On the 
packaging, Panik House tries 
its damndest to make Ishii’s 
last film come off as some 
kind of final masterpiece, but 
this shot-on-the-cheap 
mishmash of two Edogawa 
Rampo stories plays more 
like a first attempt at film- 
making by a rabid Ishii fan 
than the swan song of the 
King of Cult himself. 

In 1 920s Tokyo, a blind sculptor 
obsessed with the perfect recre- 
ation of the perfect female form 
kidnaps a popular cabaret singer. 

In his underground dungeon, 
where the walls are lined with 
protruding plasticine limbs and 
other assorted body parts, the vic- 
tim soon becomes the accomplice 
as she discovers the joys of 
pain... and their logical end In 
death. In the meantime, various 
body parts are discovered around 
town, disseminated in bizarre 
fashions, such as dangling from floating bal- 
loons. Each time, a mysterious dwarf is found 
skulking around the site. 

The Blind Beast is not Rampo's best novel, 
with its intriguing premise ruined by a clumsy 
and repetitive structure. And unlike Yasuzo 
Masumura in his magnificent 1969 adaptation 


(on DVD from Fantoma), Ishii remains resolute- 
ly loyal to the original story and its turgid plot- 
ting, and makes no attempt to tie his two main 
plot strands together. Beast and dwarf each go 
about their merry murderous ways until, in the 
film’s final scene, someone provides the link by 
remarking, “Maybe they read about each other 
in the papers and became competitive: the 
Blind Beast vs. the Killer Dwarf.” So much for 
the outlandish promise of a title bout. 

In addition, most of the actors seem lifeless, 
including Shinya Tsukamoto, who delivers a 
listless performance as Rampo’s master detec- 
tive Kogoro Akechi - in total contrast to both 
his own acting style and the spirit of the 
debonair and dashing character. 

It’s the video format that really does this one 
in, though. The kind of grotesqueries that gave 
Ishii’s films of the ’60s an 
almost poetic, nightmarish 
edge merely look silly 
here, struggling to become 
anything more than ama- 
teurish gore rendered on 
flat DV. The visions and 
dreams of Edogawa 
Rampo (and, one could 
argue, of Ishii himself) 
exist on a higher plane, 
beyond everyday reality; 
they are incompatible with 
digital video, whose effect 
on them is to effectively 
nail their wings to the floor. It is a sad sight to 
watch the filmmaker sputter instead of soar. 

Panik House is scheduled to release some of 
Ishii's earlier films, including Horror of Mal- 
formed Men and the Meiko Kaji-starring Blind 
Woman’s Curse in the near future. £ 
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ViNTJiGe Horror i\eissues 

MARJME 


HORROR-LITE MHODUNITS 

THE INNEB Minmi DiySIEIllES |iaM| 

|! starring Lon Chaney Jr., Evelyn Ankers, 

Brenda Joyce, et al. 

Directed by Reginald Le Borg, Harold Young, 
John Hoffman, et al. 

[ Written by Dwight V. Babcock, Edward Dein, 
Bernard Schubert, etal. 

Universal Pictures 

Long before movie/CD/video game/ 
comic book crossovers were the nomi. 
Inner Sanctum was a rare example of a pop- 
ular radio show and its themed novels mak- 
ing the transition to theatrical films. Begin- 
ning in 1941, the half-hour show {now 
widely available as MP3s) mixed horror, 
mystery and suspense, featuring an eco- 
nomical cast, nairator, organ music and ad 
breaks for Carter's Liver Pills (“the laxative 
with the two-way action!"). Universal’s B- 
picturc department didn't attempt to tran- 
scend the fonnat. and while all six 111ms 
starred Lon Chaney, Jr., the horror elements 
associated with the actor were marginalized 
to make room for a standard whodunit yam. 

Each film involves a murder 
mysteiy and twist ending; it's 
only when the stories and char- 
acters go bonkers that the series 
becomes interesting. Calling 
Dr. Death (1943) has a still-slim 
Chaney playing a cuckolded 
head shrink named Dr. Steel, 
whose mental state corrodes 
when his cheating wife is found 
shot and acid-splattered at their 
country cottage. A deliciously 
cruel and patient detective lays 
on the guilt and invades his pri- 
vate life, while Steel’s pretty assistant is 
free to reveal the passion she’s harboured 
for a very long time. It's goofy with too 
many “a-ha!” moments, although some 
novel hypnosis montages predate Hitch- 
cock’s Spellbound by two years. 

Weird Woman (1944) is almost erotic in 
its bad dialogue, snotty academic characters 
and hyper-dranratic performances - when 
an actor speaks, the rest stand like waxen 
figures in varying states of emotional cata- 
tonia. Angry exchanges include repeated 
phrases in stylized triplicates that presage 
Ed Wood Jr.’s horrifically enteitaining work 


Inner Sanctum Mysteries: Evelyn Ankers and Lon Chaney Jr. star in The Frozen Ghost 


of the '50s (we now know his inspiration), 
and director Reginald Lc Borg piles on mon- 
tages that shatter acceptable levels of cliche 
with musical bombast and guilt-bearing key- 
words. 

With Dead Man's Eyes (1944) the series 
was already starting to wobble by stretching 
a straight mystery tale beyond its natural 
limits. Promising painter 
David Smart grabs a bottle of 
misplaced fluid and acciden- 
tally rinses his eyeballs with 
acid. We’fe never really sure 
if ajealous model deliberate- 
ly swapped the bottles so she 
could become his naughty 
nurse, but the convoluted 
story becomes slightly inter- 
esting only when there’s a 
rush to find the eyeballs for 
a corneal transplant that 
might restore David’s sight. One can imag- 
ine the sick fun Frank Ilenenlotter would’ve 
had with this tale, but the quick rescue of the 
eyes refocuses the story back to its whodunit 
roots and conventional shock finale. 

The Frozen Ghost (1945) starts with so 
much promise: hypnotist Gregor the Great is 
convinced he willed a drunken heckler to die 
on stage, but while we hope the film might 
indulge in some tasteless fun in the vein of 
The Hypnotic Eye (I960), we get rehashed 
material from Mysten- of the Wav Museum 
(1933). 

Strange Confession (1945) is actually a 
remake of Universal ’s own The Man Who 


Reclaimed His Head (1934). which had 
Claude Rains chopping off his publisher’s 
head, due to intellectual theft, but this time a 
pacifist chemist has his inlluenza fonnula 
swiped in what is a pretty standard morality 
tale. 

The last film. Pillow of Death (1945), 
shows how much Universal didn't care any- 
more about the series. Gone is the opening 
monologue that branded prior entries, and 
the mansion set consists of leftover material 
from The Frozen Ghosts wax museum and 
the basement set from The Invisible Man 's 
Revenge (1944). Most of the action in this 
creaky whodunit has characters running into 
wood-panelled rooms and dusty attics, while 
a medium supposedly communicates with 
the dead. The only novelty in this dud is the 
local neighbour, a sneaky stalker who actual- 
ly gets the girl in the film’s ersatz happy end- 
ing. 

With Pillow, the franchise was euthanized, 
perhaps revealing that Universal, which once 
indulged in racy horror and violence, was 
cleaning up its act while B-movies as a pro- 
gram staple were already dying out, Classic 
horror was arguably superseded by the 
emerging film noir genre, and it wasn’t until 
EC comics and drivc-ins that some graphic 
nastiness returned to popular eulture. Inner 
Sanctum ended its successful broadcast on 
radio in 1954, but enjoyed a short-lived. 39- 
episode series before atomic-age monsters 
became standard for the rest of the decade. 

Mark R. Hasan 
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"Am eente, eMonoMOL mmo MisceuM G£MM€ oms-shot that 
MAY B€ TH£ MOST UMSUHO MORMOR PtCTUR€ Of THf 1970s" 




by Chris Alexander 


T he woeful lack of love for Alfred 

unbelievably disturbing 1976 dark 
thriller/mystery Alice, Sweet Alice is one 
of the most hideous crimes in horror 
fandom. Alice, Sweet Alice, originally released as 
Communion, before being reissued as Holy Ter- 
ror, is an eerie, emotional and visceral genre 
one-shot that may be the most unsung horror 
picture of the 1 970s. 

Sole’s skin-crawling masterpiece tells the tale 
ef New Jersey divorcee Catherine Spages {Linda 
, Miller) and her two lovely daughters, sweet little 
Karen {pre-Pretty Baby Brooke Shields, in her 
movie debut) and the older, slightly disturbed 
Alice (Liquid S/rj/s Paula Sheppard). Seems Alice 
is upset that her darling younger sibling gets alt 
the attention from mommy, her aunt and even 
the local priest, causing her to throw temper 
tantrums and endlessly tease and torment her 
sister. Winding her up even further is the fact that 
Karen is all set to receive her first communion, 
something that Alice was denied due to the fact 
that she was born out of wedlock and was there- 
fore deemed “illegitimate." 

When Karen is murdered (a bloodless but bru- 


acter is strangled with a candle, 
stuffed in a drawer and set 
ablaze), suspicion falls squarely on 
Alice, whose increasingly odd behaviour seems 
to implicate her absolutely. But nothing is as it 
seems in this shocker, and as more members of 
the Spages clan fall prey to the masked, knife- 
wielding, yellow rain slicker-clad killer (shades of 
Nick Roeg’s ambiguous and meditative mood 
piece Don’t Look NoWi, we learn that cloistered, 
suffocating Catholic guilt runs deep. . . and red. 

Alice, Sweet Alice has been called a slasher 
film, and is occasionally cited as being the clos- 
est American cousin to the ftalian giallo, but 
those are both obvious and lazy comparisons. It’s 
closer to Hitchcock than Halloween, and where 
the giallo favours style over substance. Sole’s 
film has both elements in spades. Sole (who inci- 
dentally is the cousin of Satan’s Playground 
director Dante Tomaselli) later helmed the awful 
horror spoof Pandemonium before becoming a 
production designer, but here he demonstrates a 
deft hand at manipulating uneasy images, creat- 
ing occasionally unbearable suspense and main- 


taining an ever-escalating sense of dread. 

Credit must also go to composer Stephen 
Lawrence’s rich, elegant and genuinely creepy 
neo-classical score, but what truly gives Alice, 
Sweet Alice its razor-sharp teeth is its amazing 
gallery of offbeat characters. Sheppard was 
actually nineteen when asked to play the role of 
the possibly homicidal preteen and this slightly 
wizened . maturity gives Alice an • 
aura of world-weary tragedy and 
awkwardly earned sympathy, even 
while she’s stealing her sister’s 
dolls or choking cats. 

Then there’s the landlord, Mr. 
Alphonso, who has to be seen to be 
believed. The pasty, obscenely 
obese, filthy shut-in is played by the 
enigmatic and MIA Alphonso DeNo-~ 
ble (Bloodsucking Freaks) 
incredible, stomach-churning screen 
presence. Whether fanning his 
greasy, sweaty self in an easy chair 
while listening to opera, feeding his horde of 
equally mangy cats or lecherously attempting to ^ 
blackmail and sexually molest Alice, Mr. Alphon- 
so is a creation of brilliant slobbery, just one of 
many repellent adult characters that litter this 
film. 

Perhaps it’s that lack of a clearly defined pro- 
tagonist that has kept Alice, Sweet Alice at an 
arm’s distance to many a cineaste. There’s 
nobody to root for in the film’s bleak, joyless uni- 
verse - only a slew of terrified, religion-dam- 
aged, working-class hypocrites who sacrifice 
their children to the church without conscience. 

Available on shoddy public domain videotapes 
throughout the ’80s and ’90s, this amazing film 
was dug up a few years ago for DVD by Anchor - 
Bay, which has since let it go out of print. Here’s 
hoping someone brings it back for keeps. And 
Alphonso DeNoble, if you're alive and reading 
this. . . call me. I want to talk to i^u. Alexander 
out. % 
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Cal McDonald, 
meet Nosferatu! 


STEVE NILES KYLEHOTZ TIM BRADSTREET 

Comics’ favorite private dick returns to battle in 
an all-star cast of zombies, werewolves, 
other assorted monsters, and . . . sobriety. 

Text and illustrations of Criminal Macabre: Two Red Eyes © 2006 Steve Niles. Dark Horse Comics© and the Dark Horse 
logo are trademarks of Dark Horse Comics, Inc., registered in various categories and countries. All rights reserved. 
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IN This issue! 

fOUR REISSUED MODERN ttASSICS 

by various 

BLESSED THISTLE 

by Steve Morris Dark Horse 

BEOWUIF THE LEGEND (CONVENTION EDITION) 
by Stephen L. Antczak, James C. Bassett 
and Andy Lee Vl£ 

'68 

by Mark Kidwell and Nat Jones Image 

THE DARK HORSE BOOK OF MONSTERS 

Scott Allie, ed. Dark Horse Books 

FABLES: 1001 NIGHTS OF SNOWFALL 

by Bill Willingham and various artists DC/Veitgo 





A S the trend for anthologizing contin- 
ues. many publishers are taking 
interesting steps to ensure that their 
product is noted - and noteworthy. This 
issue: four 2006 horror comic re-master- 
pieces; fan-favourite storylines re-collected 
after undergoing a revamping process 
roughly equivalent to film restoration. We'll 
consider the books in the order of their orig- 
inal release. 

Marvel’s Spider-Man 
horror Fearful Symme- 
try: Kraven's Last Hunt 
(J.M. DeMatteis and 
Mike Zeck; 1987) is 
being radically remas- 
tered for a second time. 

The six-issue cross-title 
story arc, in which 
Spidey is buried alive for 
two weeks while villain 
Kraven the Hunter mas- 
querades in his place, was 
first collected in a trade 
paperback that required reconfiguration of 
the art to accommodate an extra half-inch of 
width. Ahead of its time, the 1995 softcover 
was also fully recoloured, replacing the 
original, dotted (a.k.a. four- 
colour) artwork with smooth dig- 
ital colours. 

More than a decade later, origi- 
nal scries artists Zeck (pencils 
and colours) and Ian Tetrault 
(colours) have fully redone the 
book in a style that editor Mark 
Beazley justifiably calls “painter- 
ly.” The result: a hallucinogenic 
visual nightmare that would make 
Dario Argento proud. Better yet, 
the new hardcover stands on its own merits 
without entirely deposing the original seri- 
alized books. Look no further than the two 
pictured Web of Spider-Man covers - dis- 
turbing versions both, but the original estab- 
lishing a grittier look that’s less Irippy but 
more tactile. 

Deservedly compared by the Miami Her- 
ald to the Criterion DVD label. DC’s 
Absolute imprint is making great strides in 


redefining the comic reading expe- 
rience. In an ironic horror context, 
its thirteenth release is Absolute 
Sandman Vol. I (1988-1990), col- 
lecting the first twenty issues of 
writer Neil Caiman’s famous dark 
fantasy series. All Absolute editions 
are hardcover, complete with dust- 
jacket and slipcasc. and reprinted at 
a dramatic eight inches by 
twelve inches. The predomi- 
nant importance of Absolute 
Sandman Vol. I is that, as 
with Fearful Symmetry. 
colouring technology has 
evolved radically in the last 
two decades, and the first 
eighteen issues have been 
extracted and redone by the 
series' longest contributing 
colourist, Daniel Vozzo. 

“It’s astonishing how 
much better the art in 
Sandman #/ looks recoloured." 
Caiman states on his website. “There 
are sequences that didn’t quite make 
sense before that now flow really 
well.” 

Like Absolute Sandman. 
Alan Moore’s magnum opus 
From Hell (1989-1996, epi- 
logue 1998) is the type of col- 
lected story that deserves a big 
fat classy edition - it’s the kind 
of book that readers want to 
have open on the table before 
them, hands-free. After going 
through seven softcover-only 
printings since 1999, a hard- 
cover edition from Top Shelf 
has finally been produced. But this time it’s 
a readers edition, not intended for the mass 
market Publisher Brett Wamock purposely 
eliminated the title logo on the cover to 
allow for emphasis on artist Eddie Camp- 
bell’s stark new cover (pictured). In other 
words, anyone aiming for this particular 
book knows what they’re looking for and 
doesn't require a title on the cover to locate 
it. 


From Hell: The title-free cover for Alan Moore's 
hardcover reissue. 


Moore's infamous story of Jack the Rip- 
per has here been printed on 70-pound 
paper stock that generates a steely-blue 
opacity providing wonderful contrast with 
Campbell’s razor-sharp details. Cold and 
classy, like the story itself 
Also treating its series with deserved 
extra class is Dark Horse, taking over the 
publi-shing responsibilities of the former 
Image book Rex Mundi (2001 -present). 
Writer Avrid Nelson’s grim murder mystery 
is a complex examination of the fate of the 
Holy Crail and reminds many first-time 
readers of The Da Vinci Code - except that 
Nelson wrote his story first. Dark Horse 
aggressively pursued the rights to the book 
after editor Scott Allie “devoured” the two 
existing trade paperbacks last year. The 
publisher has just reissued those then-out- 
of-print trades {Vol.2) with remastered 
colours, new covers, and an entirely new 
logo more appropriate for the atmosphere of 
its upper-class cabal. % 
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Dark Horse talent-search winner Steve 
Morris makes a disturbing debut with his 
graphic novel Blessed Thistle. Disguised as 
a coming of age tale, it's actually a non-lin- 
car examination of evil, manifested in three 
radically different but intertwined stories 
about a priest, a bully and a teacher. Though 
the titular medicinal plant never appears, its 
reference invokes duality - it's also known 
as a '"cursed’' thistle. David Lynch’s Pulp 
Ficiioni Maybe - there’s certainly more 
than meets the already 
alarmed eye in Morris’ 
creepy take on subur- 
ban life (and death). 
GB 

Recounting the Old 
English monster slay- 
er’s battles with the 
lake troll Grcndcl and 
his fearsome mother, 



Beowulf the Legend marks one end of a 
bridge; it prefaces a series aiming to fill in 
the hero’s “lost years" before the original 
epic poem’s third battle. Many readers will 
be turned off by the sketchy, panel-free art, 
but others will see the crude, swirling brush 
strokes as images appropriately conjured 
from the smoke and flames of a storyteller’s 
campfire. We’ll reserve judgement for the 
apocryphal sacking. EG 

Ambles in the 'Nam? 

War really is hell. If the 
one-shot '68 looks like 
Spawn: The Dark Ages 
sans anti-hero, it’s 
because the same art 
team's here: foliage and 
gore were specialties 
then, and remain so. 

The "innocent" Ameri- 
can military protagonists turn the macho up 
to mach five, but it's their fate that’s more 
interesting, anyhow. Probably the first 
Romero hat-tip this reviewer’s ever seen that 
wasn't shamelessly exploiting the man. GB 

This latest in Dark 
Horse’s series of themed 
horror compendiums 
(previous Books include 
Haiiiuings and iVilch- 
craft), the Book of Mon- 
sters is equally impres- 
sive with its hard cover, 
high gloss and gorgeous 
art. Mike Mignola checks in with a Hcllboy 
story riffing on Greek mythology, although 
it’s outshined by Kurt Busiek’s bittersweet 
love letter to the Jack K.irby-era creature tales 
(it’s got a freakin’ yeti in it!), Arvid Nelson 
and Juan Ferreyra’s twisted take on Franken- 
stein and the genuinely terrifying (non-comic 
book fonn) Lovecraftian sea monster creep- 
out A Tropical 1 lorror (William Hope Hodg- 
son). Aside from a rather sentimental and 
silly werewolf story told from the perspec- 
tive of neighbourhood dogs (!). this is 
Grade-A monster lover material. DA 





UNHAPPILir 
EVER AFTER.. 


FABLES: tool NIGHTS OF SNOWFALL 
by Bill Willingham and various artists 

DCA/ertigo 

Bill Willingham’s fantasy series Fables 
updates fairy tale characters in modern sto- 
ries filled with mystery, sex and a decent 
helping of gore. The new stand-alone graph- 
ic novel installment 1001 Nights of Snowfall 
treats readers to creepy revisionist delights 
including a prince investigating the savage 
gutting of several dwarves, and a witch, 
burned in her own candy oven, who tells her 
story as her body recomposes. 

“if it’s worth doing, it’s worth overdoing," 
explains the author, describing an earlier 
story arc featuring a fight between Snow 
White and Goldilocks. “Not only does 
Goldilocks get an axe in the head, but she 
falls off a cliff, is hit by a logging truck, and 
put in a river to drown.” 

1001 Nights stays the course and includes 
kids being baked into a pie, which is then 
consumed by their parents. 

“I always thought that was a wonderful, 
terrible, horrible situation,” says Willingham. 
His fairy tales, he points out, “take that next 
step - they not only kill your kids, but also 
feed them to you.” 
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www.redscreamfllms.cotti/buvdvd 


Truly shocking sequences... 

An independent horror movie gone 
horribly, horribly right... loaded 
with uncanny imagery, buxom goth 
babes, quirky humor, and some funky 
gore set-piecesJ 


HOimORJDAY 


www.scientlficsonline.com 
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creepy crawls: a Horror 
fiend’s Travel guide 
Leon Marcelo 

Santa Monica Press 

If. like me. you are filled with wanderlust 
and also an insatiable love for the dead, plan- 
ning vacations around horrific haunts is a 
pleasure. Yet. even with the internet, it can be 
time consuming; The Texas Chainsaw Mas- 
sacre gas station isn't exactly listed in Lone- 
ly Planet, after all. Genuine gorehound and 
sometimes Rue Morgue “Travelogue of Ter- 
ror" contributor Leon Marcelo makes it easi- 
er for us with this comprehensive guide to 
places with a very dark side. While there are 
many books about haunted inns and kitschy 
roadside attractions, this may be the first one 
devoted to real must-see horror sites. 

Creepy Crawls covers a wide variety of 
terrible travel destinations -- mostly in the 
USA - made famous by horror books and 
movies. Several, like Dario Argento’s Italian 
Profondo Rosso Shoppe or the Edgar Allan 
Poe sites in Baltimore, have been featured in 
RAl. but there are many more here as well. 
Marcelo and his wife travel in search of the 
graves of cinema greats in Hollywood, New 
Jersey locations fi'om Friday the 13th. and 
more. To be clear, this isn't travel literature; 
Marcelo doesn’t talk to the locals or have 
exotic adventures; instead he delights in the 
gory historical details of the places he visits, 
sharing them gleefully. He’s also not afraid to 
point out disappointments or tourist traps. 


Two lengthy chapters on Paris and London 
are definitive guides to the underbelly of 
those cities, with historical anecdotes and in- 
depth coverage of such sites as the London 
Dungeon and the Pere-Lachaise cemetery, 
plus many other lesser-known yet equally 
sinister spots. 

It’s a valuable resource, but this endorse- 
ment also comes with a strong caution: 
Marcelo’s writing style is about as annoying 
as it comes. “Yours cruelly" is addicted to 
alliteration and wicked witticisms, imable to 
resist a goth turn of phrase in “the jugular 
vein” of Elvira or the Crypt Keeper (so says 
the book jacket). “Cadaverous curiosities of 
classick [sic] corpse-mongcring celluloid” 
may make a great chapter title, but as prose it 
simply chokes the pages. 

That said, Creepy Crawls is a must-have 
handbook for horror-themed travels from 
someone who really loves the macabre. It 
even gets two severed thumbs up from Her- 
schell Gordon Lewis. Guaranteed to make 
you want you to jump into your meatwagon 
and hit the road. 

Liisa Uadouccur 

Black sabbath 
Doom Let Loose: An 
illustrated History 
Martin Popoff 

ECW Press 

Screamin’ Jay Hawkins and Arthur 
Brown were the matchmakers in the unholy 


marriage of horror and rock ’n’ roll, but it 
was Black Sabbath that ultimately presided 
over the nuptials. And while Alice Cooper 
would emerge as the king of shock rock 
several years later, his irreverence and pen- 
chant for satire have always kept him a 
comfortable distance from the doom, gloom 
and hcilfire espoused by the Sabs. 

It's hard to imagine a better candidate to 
chronicle Black Sabbath than Toronto's 
Martin Popoff, a veteran music journalist 
whose previous tomes include The Top 500 
Heavy Metal Albums of All Time (ECW 
Press). His devotion to all things Sabbath is 
beyond question, and he’s managed to cor- 
ral all four original members who reminisce 
at length, as well as most of the revolving- 
door cast from the post-Ozzy period. Said 
reminiscences are largely fond, and impor- 
tantly, even when they’re not fond they still 
ring of honesty, 

His emphasis on the band’s lyrical preoc- 
cupations (the occult, Satan, war and, er, the 
occult) and often slavish track-by-track 
analysis take up space that might have been 
better devoted to chronicling the members’ 
infamous excesses (alcoholic, narcotic and 
otherwise) and generally chaotic personal 
lives, all of which get only cursory exami- 
nation here. Still, for our purposes, he does 
explore the band’s dark and morbid imagery 
more than satisfactorily, contrasting it all 
against a vivid picture of four working-class 
Birmingham lads. 

Just as it would be an understatement to 
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Laura Leuck 
and Gris Grimly 

Chronicle Books 
Creepy character poet 
Laura Leuck and Gris 
Grimly collaborate to 
bring to life a scary 
Christmas tele for boils 
and ghouls. Mack and 
Zack are monster boys 
who want nothing more tiian monster toys. They 
prime themselves for Santa Claws, who may bring 
gifts with toothy maws! Then they shriek with 
ghastly delight, when Santa arrives during the 
night. Rendish fun for all ages. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


Adapted and illustrated 
by Bob Staake 

Fantagraphics 
An illustrated collection 
of humorously horrific 
cautionary tales for chil- 
dren, Heinrich Hoff- 
mann’s Struwwelpeter (rough translation: shock- 
headed Peter) was first released in 1845 and has 
seen countiess international incarnations. Artist 
Bob Staake has now released the first version to 
contain fully digitalized art. The full-page pictures, 
bright colours, and geometric constructs easily 
cement the book’s creeptestic vibe. 

Gary Butler 


Maurice Sendak 
and Arthur Yorinks 

Michael Di Capua 
Books/Scholastic 
Classic horror has 
been given the pop- 
up treatment in this 
new book from 
esteemed children’s 
illustrator Maurice Sendak. The simple story (there 
are only two words of dialogue) is offset by the 
artwork, a ridiculously complex feat of paper engi- 
neering that pays quirky homage to the Universal 
cycle of horror movies from the 1930s. A 3-D 
monster-filled gift for kids and adults alike. 

Jason Lapeyre 
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Doom Let Loose: Martin Popoft’s history of Biack Sabbath delves into the darkness. 


assert that metal/post-metal acts from Judas 
Priest and Slayer to Rammstein and Queens 
of the Stone Age would likely never have 
seen the dark of night without Sabbath, it’s 
undeniable that we also have them to thank 
for Spinal Tap. There are scores of painfully 
Ffl/j-worthy incidents recorded here in excru- 
ciating detail, including a Stonehenge monu- 
ment mishap that varies only slightly from 
the classic movie gag. 

Paucity of sordid ribaldry notwithstanding, 
Popoff’s book is indispensible for serious 
Sabbath fans, wonderfully complimented by 
page upon page of poster and album artwork 
and seldom-seen memorabilia. My immedi- 
ate urge upon finishing Doom Let Loo.se is to 
hunt down Popoff’s other books ASAP, so 
colour me impressed. 

John W. Bowen 

Read by Dawn: volume i 

Adele Hartley, ed. 

Bloody Books 

If it’s not Scottish, it’s CRAP! And when it 
comes to terror tales, Adele Hartley - who 
has run Scotland’s Dead By Dawn interna- 
tional horror film festival for thirteen years - 
is an expert at detennining what’s crap and 
what's not. Of course, she also knows there’s 
a wealth of horror tales worldwide. Luckily 
for lit fans, she’s curated Read By Dawn: 
Volume /, an anthology of short hon'or sto- 
ries by authors from not only Scotland but 


countries including Australia, Canada, Eng- 
land, Finland and the US. 

The 251 -page book boasts nearly 30 new 
tales from fledgling and established writers, 
including genre heavy hitter Ramsey Camp- 
bell {RM#6I), who also plays “host” and 
provides an introduction that previews the 
diverse selections. But unlike some antholo- 
gies that sacrifice quality for variety. Read 
By Dawn hits it out of the park with nearly 
every story. 

Among the best ones are everyday scenar- 
ios where something goes horribly, hoiriblv 
wrong. A Face In The Glass by Brian G. 
Ross uses a playful child, an absentminded 
mom and a stove to demonstrate that a truly 
disturbing tale can be told in a mere page- 
and-a-half. Just as effective in the bad- 
things-happen-to-young-people category is 
Rayne Hall’s seven-page The Bridge Cham- 
ber. where adolescent insecurities, a pitch- 
black crawlspace and a series of missteps 
result in one of the most hellish scenarios 
imaginable. 

Other highlights include Scott Brendel's 
amusing Lovecraftian gangster story The 
Seventh Green At Lost Lakes, Jeff Jacob- 
son’s intense supernatural apocalypse tale 
Last Day On The Job, Joe L. Muir's nasty 
and clever deconstruction of the slasher plot 
in Final Girl, Ralph Robert Moore's surreal, 
ghostly chiller The Little Girl Who Lives In 
The Woods, Katherine A. Patterson’s effec- 
tively gory take on rural superstitions 







A s two new coffee-table tomes prove, 
there is something about black and 
white photography - perhaps the 
way the shadows fall and accent a 
building’s structural skeleton - that 
makes it the perfect medium for 
capturing decaying places, particularly ones that 
are long forsaken... or even said to be haunted. 

The first destination in our pictorial journey of 
history’s long-abandoned structures takes us 
across the Atlantic for celebrated photographer 
Simon Marsden’s (RM#42i latest effort, 
GhosthuntenA Journey Through Haunted France 
(Flammarion). In his foreword, Marsden explains 
that he set out to photograph the country’s most 
haunted historical sites, and as such the 192 
pages of tiiis gorgeously bound oversized book 
are filled with centuries-old castles and 
chateaus, as well as the occasional graveyard 
(including Paris’ famous Pere Lachaise Ceme- 
tery), church and religious monument. 

In addition to the photographs, for each loca- 
tion Marsden provides a brief write-up of its his- 
tory and any paranormal impressions the locale 
left on him during his visit. Despite the inclusion 
of much “detail" photography, the most striking 
images capture the looming castles, edifices 
and statues in the grainy hues of waning light, 
seemingly imbuing the pictures with the same 
unsettling presences that the landmarks them- 
selves purport to house. 


If Ghosthunter speaks to the long, bloodied, 
haunted history of France, Harry Skrdla’s Ghost- 
ly Ruins: America’s Forgotten Architecture 
(Princeton Architectural Press) reminds us of the 
relative brevity of North America’s past. But 
Skrdla’s book does not chase ghosts, it seeks 
out the decrepit architectural relics of yester- 
year in a desire to capture them before their 
inevitable collapse or demise. Like Marsden’s 
book, all of Skrdla’s 29 locations come with 
descriptions of their rise and fall, as well as 
images of them at their peak - making their 
atrophy all the more mournful. Skrdia visits 
abandoned shipyards, rail stations, factories, 
estates, asylums, prisons and even amusement 
parks in his journey to capture the crumbling 
edifices of old-time America. Highiights include 
Bannerman’s Castle, Danvers State Hospital 
(shooting location of the creepy film Session 9), 
Eastern State Penitentiary and the town of Cen- 
tralia, Pennsylvania. 

Both Ghosthunter anti Ghostly Ruins make tor 
some truly engaging reading; the biggest disap- 
pointment in either is that each locale only has 
a few sparse pages devoted to it - many of 
these sites would be worthy of a chapter or 
even an entire book of photographic examina- 
tion. But even if these collections only serve to 
whet one’s appetite for further investigation, 
they remain must-haves for all fans of aban- 
doned places photography. After all, someone 
should bear witness to the bones. % 
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Dark shadows: The salem Branch 
Lara Parker 
TOR 


The Dark Shadows cultists are second only to Trekkies for their- 
relentless, occasionally blind, fan worship, although on a much qui- I 
eter, less goonish level. And like Star Trek and even Star Wars, the I 
characters and dynamics of Dan Curtis' beloved late-'60s supernat- | 
ural soap opera have, over the years, been , 
transplanted to film, comic books, merchandise, 
television remakes and novelizations. The latest ' 
literary spinoff comes courtesy of one of the 
principal Shadows cast members. Lara Parker, 
the evil witch Angelique herself. 

Dark Shadows: The Salem Branch is, like 
most of the extensions of the DS universe, for 
hardcore fans .only. In it, central character 
Barnabas Collins, the reformed, tormented 
300-year-oid vampire who would later inspire 
Anne Rice to pen Interview Widi the Vampire, | 
runs afoul of Antoinette, the suspected reincarnation of Angelique, , 
the harpy who turned him into a bloodsucker. In order to set what is i 
wrong right, Barnabas must travel back in time to confront the pre- i 
vious incarnation of Antoinette’s daughter Jacqueline, who is also ' ] 
some kind of prophetic witch. Could the absolute root of all the evil 
that has plagued Collinsport for centuries lie with her? Only Lara < 
Parker knows! 

Those who have no idea what I just wrote are best advised to 
leave Dark Shadows: The Salem Branch be. It panders exclusively to 
the show's admirers, with melancholy vamps, closely guarded fam- 
ily secrets and inexplicable bouts of time travel-itis.The show was 
after all a Gothic soap opera and Parker has fashioned a deliberate- 
ly Halimark-esque ode to it, full of masturbatory strokes of fan fan- 
tasy. Hell, she even has Barnabas striking up a romance with Julia 
Hoffman, the doctor who. in the series and film adaptation, cured 
him of his vampirism and then betrayed him after having her affec- 
tions spurned. For that reason alone OS fans will devour this novel, 
and though Parker ain’t no Hemingway, she knows both the mater- 
ial and her audience inside out. Reading The Salem Branch is like 
dropping in on old friends. ! 

Chris Alexander 


Shadows 

,iir 

I’AUkl-.R 


Lessons and Michele Lee’s Bloodwalker, an inventive police proce- 
dural set in a world where vampires and werewolves use their unique 
powers to solve crime. Campbell's own The Place Of Revelation is a 
highly literate journey through one boy’s nightmarish attempts to live 
up to familial expectations, further proving that Read By Dawn offers 
something for eveiy horror lovin' lad and lass. Bloody brilliant. 

Dave Alexander 


pressure 

Jeff Strand 

Earthling Publications 

Since the advent of Thomas Harris’ cultured cannibal, Hannibal Lccter, 
fictive serial killers have beeji cropping up with greater frequency. Jeff 
Strand takes a stab (pun intended) at the subgenre with his new book 
Pivssure. 

When a childhood dare lands introverted twelve-ycar-old Alex Fletch- 
er in a strict boarding school, he meets Darren Rust, a boy who remains 
aloof from the other preteen castaways, prefer- 
ring to scrawl his thoughts into a journal instead 
of carousing with his classmates. 

After being accused of killing a classmate’s 
dog, Dan-en narrowly escapes some brutal 
street justice, thanks to Alex. The two boys 
gradually forge a bond that grows increasingly 
unhealthy. 

Alex and Darren reconnect in college, where 
Alex begins to fathom the depths of his school 
chum’s depravity. (Hint: Dairen has moved 
beyond carving up pets.) Worse still, he 
believes Alex shares his passion for pain infliction. When Alex finally 
slips under Darren’s radar for a time, he moves away, marries and has 
kids. But Darren once again resurfaces, this time detemiined to convert 
his old classmate once and for all. 

In the aftcirvord of the book, Strand discusses how Pressure was ini- 
tially conceived as a complex novel, heavily laden with subplots, but that 
he ultimately opted for simplicity. A sound decision, but unfortunately he 
seems to have tilted the scales too far. Pressure moves at a good pace, but 
there’s too much plot here and too little subtext. In addition, there are 
some brutally violent scenes, which some believe is a horror story's main 
criteria, but without some psychological depth to grip onto, graphic 
imagery tends to slip away. 

Ostensibly. Pressure is about friendships and the dark impulses that a 
sociopath hides from those around him. Strand hits these and other marks 
rather well, particularly with the dialogue and his depiction of boarding 
school life. But the narrative is lean, and the antagonist two-dimension- 
ally demonic. Readers seeking a bloody joyride will get their fix, but 
those who like books to haunt them should look elsewhere, as once the 
cover’s closed, the pressure’s off. 

Richard Gavin 
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SCREAMING HEADS 
BURK’S FALLS, ONTARIO 


BY LAST CHANCE 


drive through the northern Ontario coun- 
tryside is usually a quiet, uneventful 
affair. Most of the small towns here are 
quaint and tidy, Ideal for antiquing, pur- 
chasing a bottle of maple syrup or a freshly 
baked apple pie. But if you find yourself cruising 
through the outskirts of ttie quiet ’berg of Burk’s 
Falls, you’re in for a big surprise. 

Turning off of what passes for a main road in 
this area - just as I am certain that we’re lost 
and should turn around - we catch a glimpse of 
something huge and ghostly white peering at us 
from behind a copse of old trees. Something is 
definitely out of place among the rolling mead- 
ows and idyllic cow pastures. The narrow road 
has vast fields on either side, and interspersed 
throughout the browning wheat stalks are what 
we have come to see: the Screaming Heads, a 
haunting, expansive dark art installation created 
by the land’s owner, Peter Camani. 


The Screaming Heads are truly a sight to 
behold. Weighing over fifteen tonnes each and 
standing nearly twenty-feet high, they’re formed 
out of concrete slabs and are white as sun- 
bleached bones. They command closer examina- 
tion, and we soon find ourselves walking across 
fallow fields for a more intimate look. 

In total, there are 84 heads on a property of 
over 300 acres, arranged into groupings that are 
both imaginative and frightening in their scope 
and grandeur. 

On a hill overlooking the entire property are a 
large number of heads arranged in tight, con- 
centric circles resembling Salisbury, England’s 
famous Stonehenge. Often used for Druidic fes- 
tivals and Wiccan worshippers celebrating the 
Solstice, the Screaming Heads radiate with 
energy and are reminiscent of an earlier time 
when men and women would come together to 
dance and offer sacrifice to the harvest deities. 

Near several man-made ponds is another 




cluster of heads, complete with large pairs of 
hands that stand on either side, half buried. 
Close up, it’s apparent that tiiese rolling hills 
have been chosen for a reason. They simulate 
the waves of an ocean and the figures are 
drowning, their hands raised in terrified futility, 
begging for rescue. 

Interspersed among the groupings are huge 
sculptures of the Four Horsemen of the Apoca- 
lypse, their silhouettes menacing as they ride 
through the vast, dramatic fields. Twisted and 
equally disturbing is an area called “The For- 
est”, which is populated by fearsomely 
sculpted trees, their denuded branches 
gnarled and bent, screaming towards the 
heavens. Included are several pines that 
resemble demented Christmas trees, 
shaped to have “moutiis” open wide, 
ready to swallow you whole. 

Near the centre of it all stands Mid- 
lothian Castle, a monument adorned 
with majestic dragons and crowned 
with the piercing, watchful eyes of a 
giant, hollow head perched on top of 
a bell tower. The castle is enclosed 


with guard towers and a huge metal spiderweb 
gate threatening to trap any wanderers witirin a 
sprawling yard filled with a menagerie of live 
peacocks and geese nesting in the patches of ivy 
and vines which festoon the castle walls. It also 
serves as the home of the artist who created it 
all. 

If you are lucky enough to encounter Camani 
on your travels, you are in for a real treat. Though 
shy and unassuming at first, he is incredibly 
proud of his creations and will gladly accompany 
sightseers on a tour, answering every question 
thoughtfully and articulately. 

Camani told us how he had been eyeing the 
19th-century farmhouse and property for some 
time during the ’70s but couldn’t afford it. Teach- 
ing art classes at a local high school, he saved 
money by living in a tar-paper shack without 
heat or electricity and ran to the school in the 
morning to use the showers. The term “starving 
artist” has never been more fitting, as he put all 
of his wages into purchasing the property, which 
he was finally able to do in 1 981 . The creation of 
the heads soon followed, as did the inevitable 
renovation of tiie farmhouse to transform it into 
the Gothic castle that it is today. 

Camani says the Screaming Heads symbolize 
his inner agony and turmoil during the time in his 
life when he was struggling, screaming for 
someone to help, and finding himself “drown- 
ing.” Bearing tills in mind, the eerie silent 
screaming heads become even more powerful. 

Once escorted inside the castle (which is 
available for viewing should you run into 
Camani), there is plenty to take in, including a 
dungeon complete with chains, shackles and 
even the bones of some poor, unfortunate soul 
imprisoned there. In fact, the entire place is lit- 
tered with bones (some real, some novelty), 
medieval armour and swords, mysterious 
potions, curious bric-a-brac, as well as many of 
Camani’s mixed media paintings, which are 
painstakingly photo-realistic and intensely dis- 
turbing. Faces leer at the viewer with frozen 
sneers and maniacal laughter. Diseased and rot- 
ted, they mock you with cold indifference. 
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Thick with an air of perma- 
nence and reflection, the 
Screaming Heads installation is 
ideal for solitary introspection. It^ 
hard not to notice its similarity to a 
graveyard, and think that long after the 
artist’s death, even after your own death, these 
giant figures will probably still be imposing on 
the landscape. Camani’s own online artist state- 
ment explains that, “the emphasis is on art for all 
to see and interact with on a permanent basis, 
art which cannot be stolen, bought, or otherwise 
hidden from the eyes of the world.” 

With plans to build at least another hundred 
heads of various shapes and designs, Camani’s 
love for his huge, concrete creations will eventu- 
ally turn the surrounding fields into something 
resembling a vast cemetery for giants. If that 
isn’t moitid enough, Camani also offers a ser- 
vice where, for a nominal fee, those who wish to 
may have their ashes mixed into the creation of 
one of the monolittis to stand in the fields until 
the end of time, 

Camani’s creations have been featured on the 
CBC TV show On The Road Again as well as 
Arthur Black’s Weird Homes. The artist and some 
of his friends have also just completed produc- 
tion on a children’s movie with witches, trolls and 
sprites, filmed on the property and planned for 
release some time next year. And with that the 


The Screaming Heads: (clockwise) A two-headed dragon pemhed atop one of Midlothian Castle's 
pillars, drowning heads, (inset) a dose-up of the pained sculptures, ffie entrance to the CJastle, and 
(opposite) the Screaming Head tower and elusive creator Peter Camani posing with one of his pieces. 


legend of the Screaming Heads will grow even 
larger. 

Screaming Heads and the Midlothian Castle 
are located just off of HWY 1 1, 25 minutes north 
of Huntsville on RR#1, Burk's Falls, Ontario. 


There is no entry fee, though donations are wel- 
come. For more information, check out the unof- 
ficial website, mmage.com/screamingheads or 
contact die artist at petercamani@hotmail.com. 


m 


FPIPHT-RAPQ www.fright-rags.com 
r l\iU IJT ” nriSjl V kick-ass. original, horror shirts. 

I GET,10%0FFUNnL0ECEMB_ER 3l‘'IJust enter RUEMORGUEtOat Checkout! 






With a simple flick of the wrist they come to life! 


'Guitar Picks 

hotpicksas3.com 


RUE MORUUE 67 


Photo by Peler Camani 





DiMNER'S'jRjEAif# 


This issue. The Gore-met proclaims: "Jaime le Quebec!” 


Bagman est magnifique.'Jhe full short runs nine- 
teen minutes (and in excellent quality with Eng- 
lish subtitles), unlike the truncated clips circulat- 
ing online. 

The premise: a mythical trench coat-clad 
killing machine, who sports a paper grocery sack 
with eye holes cutout, appears when his name is 
said out loud three times and kills everyone in 
sight, in this case a posse of pimped out, pasty 
white gangbangers. It’s a cavalcade of tightly 
edited and outrageously gore gags, much in the 
vein of splatstick classics Evil Dead 2 and Bad 
Taste. There are plenty of hacked-off limbs and 
smooshed skulls, but the highlight gag has a 
gangsta with his head stuck in the abdominal 
cavity of another clawing through the back of his 
dawg before he suffocates! 

Digger Films’ Bagman DVD - available from 
diggerfilms.com - is packed to the gills with guts 
and guffaws, including a six-minute collection of 
outtakes and a slide show of production stills. 
The bonus section is an amazing addition, as 
well, featuring another half-dozen shorts from 
Quebec indie film collective Roadkill Superstar. 
Bagman 2001 and Pub Bagman feature further 
gory exploits of the indiscriminately slaughter- 
happy anti-hero; 2 Marts and Chez Tony 
Spaghetti are more inspired spiatstick and Itsy 
Bitsy Grampy and La roue faucheuseare delight- 
fully creepy animated vignettes. The budgetary 
constraints of the live-action shorts in this collec- 
tion are more than compensated for by the 
laughs and the enthusiasm found within them. ^ 


LE BAGMAN - 

PROFESSION: MUERTIER 

Starring Anouk Whissel, Frangois Simard 

and Jonathan Prevost 

Written and directed by Anouk Whissel, 

Frangois Simard and Jonathan Prevost 
Digger Films 

While it may be stating the obvious, quantum 
leaps in digital technology have had a profound 
impact on the business of low-budget filmmak- 
ing. inexpensive digital video cam- 
eras, powerful multimedia-capable 
home computers, professional quality 
editing and DVD authoring software 
and the ability to mass produce media 
and packaging have dropped the 
entire process into the laps of anyone 
with minimal financial resources, a 
little technical savvy and the neces- 
sary drive. 

The only real obstacle facing micro- 
budget filmmakers is exposure. Of 
course, the internet has proven to be a remark- 
able resource in this respect, but websites can be 
labour-intensive, expensive to maintain and eas- 
ily lost in the clamour. Viral marketing via mes- 
sage board promotion is an onerous task few 
egos can tolerate, so finding an audience 
remains an issue - if your audience can’t find 
your film. 


The second great revolution of the internet has 
been the market penetration of broadband 
access. Given the ability to watch video-on- 
demand, broadband subscribers are clicking in. 
Free online video hosting services such as 
YouTube and Google Video are proving to be an 
unprecedented source of exposure for indie film- 
makers. 

The following is a true story: while murdering 
time before the start of this year's Festival of 
Fear, I happened to click on a link posted to the 
Rue Morgue message board that led to a clip on 
a Polish Google Video server. I was blown out of 
my chair by ten minutes of the 
most hysterically funny, shot-on- 
video splatstick I had seen in a 
while. This goofy and incredibly 
gory clip, identified only as “Bag 
Man”, already had a remarkable 
58,000 views! After making a 
mental note to save this clip, I 
headed off to attend the Festival. 
Not twelve hours later, the stars 
aligned and I found myself in the 
company of Le Bagmaiis distributor! 

Imagine my chagrin when Sagman turned out 
to be an award-winning Canadian production - 
something I did not recognize parce que mon 
frangais est pauvre. Quebec is unique within 
Canada in that it has its own francophone music 
and film industries, but few of its releases ever 
attract the angle majority. Quelle honte, quand 
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THE DEADLY NEW ALBUM FROM 


Available on-line & at quality shops like: 
Amalthea's Attic - Nesconsett, NY 
Angel Clothing - Portsmouth, UK 
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Esoterica - New Orleans, LA |j 
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See-Throo ■ Hollywood, M 
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ROCK'N’ROLl Soundtrack 
NIGHTMARE 

Thor and the Tritonz 

La La Land Records 
Canuck musclehead and self-pro- 
fessed “legendary rock warrior” Jon 
MikI Thor did battle with Satan him- 
self in 1987’s cheese-rock epic 
Rock 'n' Roll Nightmare, a C-grade 
guilty pleasure filled with weak one- 
liners, rubber demons and shiny 
codpieces. The long-awaited 
soundtrack re-release balances film 
dialogue (“Let’s tune our 
weapons!”) with deranged little 
synth accents and a murky underly- 
ing score, but sadly the audio suf- 
fers from bad analogue (and no 
doubt sketchy source tapes), neu- 
tering anthems We Live To Rock and 
We Accept The Challenge into a bot- 
tom-heavy, muffled mess. While it’s 
great this one’s finally available on 
CD, we suggest hanging on to that 
dog-eared vinyl copy you’d never 
admit to owning in the first place. 
Long live Thor! TD %%%\I2 



THE TEXAS CHAINSAW Soundirack 
MASSACRE: THE BEGINNING 

Steve Jablonsky 

Varese Sarabande 

Media Ventures alumnus Steve 
Jablonsky returns to the Texas 
Cha/nsaw franchise, this time deliv- 
ering a more orchestral-toned score. 
Of course, it’s still the familiar formu- 



MONSTER GENOCIDE Audio Drama 
The Saga Begins 

Independent 

They always come back. The further 
technology advances, the more we 
regress into the simplicities of life. 
Troupe Monster Genocide sees this 
and looks to bring back the glory 
days of spoken tales, this time via 
an online feature-length “radio” 
serial. The world is oh-so surpris- 
ingly taken over by zombies and a 
team of space cadets (in all senses) 
must save the remaining few. Done. 
Simple yet effective, The Saga 
Begins Is amusing, kitschy and 
moderately cheesy despite its mak- 
ers’ impressive efforts. But you only 
get out what you put in, as the onus 


HEADSPACE SDundtrack I head shact ; I 

Ryan Shore * M 

MovieScore Media ||||||g||||L 

Ryan Shore’s score for the Swedish thriller 
Headspace kind of grows on you, largely Ik jD ^ I 
because Shore knows how to craft suspense- Ife. * 

ful cues without wielding an orchestra like a 

sledgehammer. Some of the tracks are admit- 
tedly short - several hover around the two-minute mark - but along with 
an eerie main theme, most of the hour-long album consiste of atmos- 
pheric pieces for a small orchestra, some light elecfronics and the occa- 
sional bass mmble guaranteed to wake up the subwoofer. Not unlike his 
more famous father, frequent Cronenberg collaborator Howard Shore, 
Ryan knows how to play with harmonics and elegantly uses strings and 
brass for some eerie soundscapes, plus piano to convey a sense of 
demented loneliness. A chamber piece, Gregorian chants, a freestyle 
jazz cut, and a vocal rendition of Ave Maria top up the dynamically mas- 
tered album, currently downloadable from iTunes. MRH 


la of distant breaths panning across 
the stereo image, long swathes of 
sustained bass chords and moody 
dissonance in the background, while 
fragments of the film’s alternating 
two-note theme are briefly played 
by pensive strings, but it works well 
because the cues form organic 
mobiles of dread. It’s also a style, 
however, that perfunctorily under- 
scores a character’s escape, flight, 
stumble, dismemberment and 
demise, so there’s little in this latest 
Texas score that transcends the 
obvious. Shrill outbursts signal sud- 
den trauma, and thunderous booms, 
techno percussion clusters and 
atmospheric, digitally sweetened 
sound design signal a fight to the 
death. It’s surprising how the most 
terrifying score in the franchise 
remains that nasty low-tech mix 
crafted by Tobe Hooper and Wayne 
Bell back in 1974, which really 
shoved the viewer into the meat 
locker. MRH m 


is on the audience to create the visu- 
al counterpart to their aural tale. 

Kc m 


THE UNQUIET VOID Electronic 
The Shadow-Haunted Outside 

Middle Pillar 

The second in a trilogy dedicated to 
the writings of H.P Lovecraft, The 
Shadow-Haunted Outside seemingly 
does little to acknowledge its inspi- 
ration. Granted, there’s a sobering 
creepiness to the atmosphere and 
bellowing nature of effects-laden 
tracks such as Him Who Shall Not Be 
Named and Messenger Deceiver - 
the kind of stuff Halloween scare 
samplers and electro-goths strive for 
but never quite duplicate. On a musi- 
cal level. The Shadow-Haunted Out- 


side is bold and intricate in its amal- 
gamation of electronic music, atmos- 
phere and sound, but overall, a cou- 
ple of pilfered animal growls, the 
occasional sample and some ambi- 
ent noise just make for the wrong 
kind of horrible. KC 


SUPER HEROINES punk 

Anthology 1982-1985 

Cleopatra 

Arguably the first all-female horror 
punk outfit, Super Heroines featured 
members of Christian Death and 
Hole. They may not have contained 
the same amount of vitriol and out- 
ward aggression as forefathers The 
Misfits, but the heart, passion and 
vigor were in exactly the same 
place. Compiling their strongest - 
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the term used quite loosely - 
works; Anthology features treats 
such as Black Wedding, Boneyard 
Sky and The Beast (introduced with 
the quote from Revelation well 
before Iron Malden copped it). 
Anthology may prove Super Hero- 
ine’s limited musical ability, but it 
also displays unequalled eeriness in 
their wailing delivery and overt 
punk rock ethos. KC 



DIABOLOS Meial 

The Three Mothers 

Baphomet 

Talk about Argento love - just in 
case the name of the album, the 
song title Inferno Tenebrarum and 


the fact that bassist N. Eibon Fiend 
is currently in Daemonia, doesn’t 
convince you that Diabolos loooves 
the Italian goremeister, the band 
gives him a special thanks in the 
liner notes. Although the EP, which 
also features contributions from 
vocalist/gultarlst Undead Torment 
(formerly of Draconis/Nokturne, 
currently in Necrophagia), has a 
mere three songs, it still equals fif- 
teen minutes of black/death metal 
confusion. Garage band-quality 
recording results in more treble 
than human ears can withstand, 
and the vocal swap between 
throaty gurgling and bowel-rum- 
bling assault on tracks such as 
Inferno Tenebrarum and Lacrimosa 
mean singer Undead Torment basi- 
cally sounds like a cat in its death 
throes. Still, this is the stuff black 
metal legends are made of... with 
far less to their credit. Keeping that 
in mind, The Three Mothers 
shreds. KC SSS 



BRIDE OF THE MONSTER Metal 
Plague of Ages 

Independent 

It’s not every day you come across a 
heavy, ass-shakin’ death ’n’ roll 
band named after an Ed Wood 
movie, but Toronto’s Bride of the 
Monster is just that kind of beast. Ini- 
tially formed as a two-piece sound- 
track project, the band mutated into 
a full-on metal monstrosity when 
that didn't work out. Riddled 
between Intense death metal 
growls, Pantera groove and hard 
rock beats are various horror movie 
sound clips, although the song lyrics 
follow typically disenchanted 
themes with no real genre refer- 
ences. Unsigned and undead, you 
can get this five-track EP for five 
bones at brideofthemonster.org. 

AVL mi/2 



NECROPHAGIA Metal 


Slit Wrists and Casket Rot 

Red Stream Inc. 

If Lucio FulcI really was as godlike 
as Necrophagia believes, no doubt 
there’s a place in the afterlife for 
these cinematic gore-lovin’ horror 
metal fiends. A year cannot go by 
without at least one or two helpings 
of grue from Necrophagia, and this 
past 6/6/06 spawned their latest, a 


live album recorded on last year’s 
Harvesting the Deatf tour. It’s difficult 
to capture the intensity of a live show 
on record, but Necrophagia manages 
just that, even if it’s not as slick and 
bottom-heavy as recent studio 
efforts. Slit Wrists includes such 
time-honoured class/cteas Cannibal 
Holocaust, Embalmed Yet I Breathe 
and our personal favourite, Rue 
Morgue Disciple, not to mention a 
CD-ROM clip for the song Blood 
Freak. It’s just enough to tide you 
over before the next onslaught. 

AVL 



FATA1THIR13EN HiaHop 
Music From the 
Soundproof Torture Chamber 

Crime Wave Records 
With obvious props to Rob Zombie, 
John Carpenter scores. Midnight 
Syndicate and 3-6 Mafia, Fatal 
Thirl Sen rhymes from the sharp side 
of a knife on cuts about killing, tor- 
ture, bleeding to death, snuff films 
and, well, you get the bent. With their 
programmed psychosis, heavy-ass 
guitars and a sound that never sits 
still long enough to pin down. Fatal 
Thirl Seen deserve credit for stretch- 
ing the hip-hop vibe over an intesti- 
nal crank and letting all the gross 
sounds leak out. By the end of the 
disc you’ll probably feel all this snuff 
is enough, but there are an abun- 
dance 0 chainsaws, dentist drills and 
other whizzing instruments of dis- 
memberment to qualify Music from 
the Soundproof Torture Chamber as 
exactly just that. TD 
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DigitM^Bffi^reseri^ng .classic 
scores, m^^erous soundtraclr at 


S ometimes it’s vintage lounge music that 
elevates fetishistic nudity to a sublime 
guilty pleasure, or maybe it’s another 
quixotic, experimental score by Ennio 
Morricone that enhances the 
tale of a schoolgirl snatched 
from her stately pedagogical 
environs, but one of the rea- 
sons classic Italian genre 
entries are treated by fans as 
rare diamonds is the music, 
like the films, didn't always 
get wide distribution beyond 
Europe, or if it did, often 
arrived heavily edited down. 

For half a decade. Digit- 
Movies has answered ttie call of soundtrack 
fans by mining the vaults of Italy’s major labels, 
restoring and releasing complete scores from 
the archives of companies CAM, BEAT, Cinevox 
and GDM. 

"DigitMovies was born five years ago from a 
deep passion that my friends 
and I have always had for 
soundtrack music,” explains 
producer Luca Di Silverio. 

“Our search for titles has 
always been dictated from 
this passion, and not from an 
attempt to produce block- 
buster releases.” 

DigitMovies has gained a 
strong reputation for releas- 
ing vintage soundtracks, and the success of 
CDs featuring music from films by Bud 
Spencer and Terence Hill has enabled the label 
to maintain ongoing volumes including Bava 
films, Berto Pisano scores (featured on The 
Klaus Kinski Horror Trilogy, plus a separate 
giallo series for Morricone and the composer's 
long-time conductor and occasional co-com- 
poser, the late Bruno Nicolai (A Virgin Among 
The Living Dead). 


fay MftItK HASAN 

"Nicolai is a great artist who has been unfor- 
tunately neglected for many years,” says Di Sil- 
verio, "Being surrounded by such a musical 
genius, Nicolai remained a lesser figure. 

Because of this, we wanted 
to give this great musician a 
tribute that had never been 
done,” 

DigitMovies has released 
64 albums as of this past 
September (including works 
from Pino Donaggio, Fabio 
Frizzi and Stelvio Cipriani), 
although a run of 1000-2000 
copies means that many 
titles sell out very quickly. 
Ironically, a composer’s reputation and track 
record doesn’t always yield the expected 
results, with some of the lesser-known artists, 
such as Nicolai, selling more than higher pro- 
file composers. 

Di Silverio points out that emerging from the 
shadows of larger labels is 
difficult, but worth it. 

“Unfortunately, the Italian 
soundtrack market is very 
small, and where it exists, 
there is too much American 
influence in the sense that 
the vendors prefer the 
reduced risk of carrying the 
latest blockbuster or reliable 
composers such as Ennio 
Morricone; it’s always well-known titles and 
compilations they prefer. Fortunately, through- 
out the world, we see a great interest for Ital- 
ian film music, and while Italian composers 
have never been regarded as icons in their 
homeland, I see a bright future for our film 
music abroad." 

DigitMovies CDs are available from specialty 
dealers, and via the company’s website 
(digitmovies.com). 












WHO SAW HER DIE? 

Ennio Morricone 

A radical giallo score with 
an emphasis on powerful 
harmonics, WSHD? boasts 
tracks such as El Prime, 
which uses a children’s 
choir to remind us that a 
child’s been murdered, 
while a central passage 
with violin and Edda Dell'Orso’s voice encapsulates 
the intimate pain of the disintegrating parents. Using 
choir and some occasional liturgical text, the haunting 
choral tracks on the soundtrack are sometimes sup- 
ported by chamber instruments to reflect the film’s 
Venetian setting and its renaissance roots. Like most 
cuts on the half-hour album, Morricone’s echo-treated 
vocal textures and mix of chamber and rock elements 
are another example of his extraordinary innovation. 



DEDTH WALKS ON HIGH HEELS 

Stelvio Cipriani 

For Luciano Ercoli’s insane 
giallo of tonal extremes, 

Stelvio Cipriani wrote a 
suitably daffy score to 
trace a babe's social 
ascension from a hip- 
swinging seductress to 
the wife of a wealthy eye 
surgeon. A ridiculously 
cheerful vocal rendition of file main theme. Fantasia 
Tragica, plays over the film’s opening titles, while sec- 
ondary theme Night Club Girl is given a supeit lounge 
interpretation with a funky organ, keyboards and 
flutes. Like his underrated score for The Licorice Quar- 
tet, Cipriani’s Death Walks shares the same weird 
indulgence for lushly orchestrated malevolence and 
trippy, repetitive lounge themes. Fans will love this 
beautifully mastered release. 55^1/2 

WHAT HAVE THEY DONE TO SOLANGE? 

Ennio Morricone 

Skillfully crafted and multi- 
styled, What Have They 
Done to Solange (1975) 
reflects the musical idioms 
and sonic experiments 
Ennio Morricone had fused 
in prior giallo scores. 

There’s the abrasive guitar 
scraping found in Cat o' 

Nine Tales, aleatoric concepts using unhappy trumpets 
and demented strings, plus whacked-out sounds from 
pliable brass and early synth tonalities. Confiasting the 
daring experimental cues are the film’s main theme - 
Elia DeirOreo's up-tempo vocals bookended by hesi- 
tant piano and strings. DigitMovies adds eight alter- 
nate cues from the flawlessly mastered session tapes, 
and their inclusion makes a fitting tribute to a radical 
approach that Morricone would soon move away from. 

Mark R. Hasan 
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PUtYABILITY E SHIVERS 

GAMES REVIEWED BY ANDREW LEE 


BEfRAVU AT HOUSE ON THE Hill 

Board Game 

Avalon Hill 

You were warned to avoid that creepy old house 
at the end of the street, but you went in anyway, 
and before you could say “Vincent Price” you were 
trapped inside. Fortunately, there are a couple of 
other poor sods stuck in there with you. Unfortu- 
nately, one of them wants to kill you. 

Gameplay in BaHotH is divided into two stages; 
in the “discovery” stage players choose from 
twelve characters tiiat have varying physical attributes (speed and strength), 
mental traits (knowledge and sanity), then they explore the house to uncover 
useful items such as charms, weapons and even an ominous “toy monkey.” 
Along the way they also encounter human skulls, creepy spiders, spear-wield- 
ing puppets and things that bite in the dark. 

The plot thickens when the traitor is revealed during the “haunt" stage, in 
which players consult the scenario books that detail 50 different “haunts” rang- 
ing from Offepring (where players are attacked by a giant plant) to Hellbeasts 
(where everyone baffles blood-hungry fire-bate). There are also scenarios 
involving Dracula, Frankenstein’s monster, werewolves, giant floating eyes and 
hordes of zombies, which give you the feeling of being trapped in a B-horror 
movie. 

The combination of strategy, puzzle solving and the thrill of exploring ttie 
unknown with miniature figures and smartly illustrated gaming cards makes 
this an immensely fun and often frightening game that’s great for first-time 
players, it also scores high on the replay factor because of the multitude of sce- 
narios. Now, who wants to touch my toy monkey? 




COMSStt'ftlKW^' 



OITIMATE eNKTf^OBLINS 

PSP 

Capcom 




Back in the ’80s, G/roste 'N Goblins was one 
of Capcom’s top arcade titles, so it was only a 
matter of time before It was dug up and reis- 
sued. Now, when ffle dark forces of the Demon 
Realm kidnap and threaten to defile a princess, 
Arthur, the boxer shorte-wearing knight-in-tar- 
nished-armour, leaps back into action. 

Utilizing side-scrolling 2-D graphics with 
astounding colours, Arthur battles through six 
different levels ranging from a zombie-infested 
graveyard to a haunted Gothic castle - all while 
fighting a horde of demons, wraiths and minotaurs. Even his arsenal has 
been updated, so aside from a dagger and lance, Arthur’s got a powerful 
boomerang scythe and scatter crossbow, plus an array of magical spelts. 

Though the jump controls are problematic, the new warping function and 
level settings make for excellent replay value. Just don’t get caught with 
your armour down. 





Xbox 360, PS3 
vive[Sa U.~crsai Games 


Riding the wave of the popular PC title that 
rocked players back in 2005, Vivendi has given 
F.EAR. (First Encounter Assault Recon) a facelift 
and set it loose on consoles. Players take on the 
role of a soldier sent into a high-tech aerospace 
installation that has been overrun by an unknown 
enemy - one that slaughtered the Special Forces 
sent in earlier to deal with it. 

Armed with an array of weaponry that would 
make Arnold Schwarzenegger squirt, players 
pick anything from sub-machine guns and sniper 
rifles to multi-grenade launchers and particle beam weapons. Up to sixteen 
players can engage in team-oriented death matches, or you can go it alone. 

But if baffling waves of heavily armoured cloned soldiers while wading 
through blood and body parts wasn’t scary enough, a creepy fl/nffu-esque 
girl shows up every once in a while to screw with your head. Yep, F.EAR. 
may just scare the S.H.l.T. out of you! 
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A SCA 


RY CHRISTMAS TO ALL 


25 NEW SUBSCRIBERS WILL win a 

SANTA CLAWS: A SCARY CHRISTMAS TO ALL book, 

WRITTEN BY LAURA LEUCK AND ILLUSTRATED BY GRIS GRIMLY, 
COURTESY OF CHRONICLE BOOKS. 

WINNERS WILL BE CHOSEN AT RANDOM AND NOTIFIED BY PHONE OR EMAIL 
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IS YOUR SUBSCRIPTION 
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Please send cheque or INTERNATIONAL money order payable to: MARRS MEDIA INC. 2926 DUNDAS STREET WEST, TORONTO, ON M6P 1 Y8 
Please allow three to six weeks for delivery 

PURCHASE INSTANTLY! RUE MORGUE ACCEPTS CREDIT CARD PAYMENTS @ WWW.RUE-MOR6UE.COM. CLICK ON SHOPPE OF HORRORS! 63 

Offer expires December 31 , 2006. 
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LOOK FOR KFWAMO BACK iSSOFS 

MT rttese officiml /m mmsBF mmm^ 


DYAGON ALLEY 
24 Bridge St. (Stones Alley) 
Wheeling, VW 
Phone; 304-233-4104 


12413-107 Ave. 

Edmonton, AB 

Phone: 780-454-G0RE 

www.horronnonsters.coin 

KEITH’S COMICS 

5400 Mockingbird Ln., Ste 120 


THE COMIC MONSTORE 
1951 -B Jake Alexander Blvd. 

^one-'70?-«6-0049 


BOOKS & COMICS 


+ TOYS * VIDEOS + MORE 
rty Drive 


NIGHT FUGHT COMICS 
Library Square 
210 E. 400 St. 

Salt Lake City, OT 

www.nlght-f^liLcom 

nn OF THE ORDINARY MUSIC 

AND GIFTS 

733 Monongahela Dr. 

Glassport, PA 
Phone: 412-672-2323 

REDD SKULL COMICS U4D CD'S 
720A Edmonton Tr. N.E. 

Calgary, AB 
wvm,reddskull.com 

THE SILVER SNAIL 
367 Queen SLW. 

Twonto, ON 

Phone:416-593-0889 

vwvw.silversnail.com 


COMICS 


Phone; 41 6-236-3553 
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^ orror cinema turned a vital comer at the dawn of the 1 960s. 
Supematuraiism, which had held sway over the genre for 
decades, was being usurped by more mature and in-depth exam- 
inations of all-too-human shades of darkness. The 1 950s fears of 
communism - externalized in alien invasion tales - were scrapped in favour of 
probing the evil in man. “Psychological horror” - a term coined after Hitchcock’s 
Psycho - was bom. 

While many films, such as Michael Powell’s Peeping Tom {RM#51), provided 
audiences with a voyeuristic glimpse into unbalanced minds, it was Roman Polan- 
ski’s groundbreaking 1965 film Repulsion XhiX pushed psychological horror to its 
critical mass. 

Polanski’s first feature, Noz w wodzie {Knife in die Watei), made waves in 1 962, 
earning widespread critical acclaim and an Oscar nomination for Best Foreign Film, 
^though the movie was a success, the visionary director knew that the only way 
to forge a name for himseif in Tinseltown was to direct an Eng- 
lish-language feature. So, like many maverick moviemakers, 

Polanski set his sighte on a low-budget horror film. The result 
was a contemporary cinematic nightmare seething with sexual 
repression and madness. 

The plot focuses on Carol (Catherine Deneuve), an introverted 
Belgian beautician who shares a Soho flat with her sister. While 
her sibling is clearly making the most of swingin’ '60s London, 

Carol grows increasingly uneasy with human relationships, par- 
ticularly with men. When her sister goes on an Italian holiday 
with her married boyfriend. Carol maroons herself inside the 
claustrophobic apartment, allowing the fetters that held back her 
personal demons to gradually unhinge. Her phobic aversion 
toward the opposite sex begins to manifest in horrifying ways; 
first as rape fantasies, then in murder. 

When a deeply concerned young man who has been attempt- 
ing to court Carol breaks down her apartment door in order to 
see her, she bashes his skull in with a candle holder. Later, the 
landlord, attempting to collect overdue rent money, mistakes her 
outfit (a short, sheer nightgown) for a come-on, and his advances 
result in him being slashed to ribbons with a straight razor. 


Peppering this series of grisly deaths are scenes of breathtak- 
ing surrealism. The opening credits roll over an extreme close-up 
of Deneuve’s glaring eye, accompanied by the ominous beat of a 
timpani drum. Later, as Carol’s madness accelerates, her apart- 
ment becomes imprinted with her own malignant fantasies: hall- 
ways expand to infinite lengths, vaginal-like cracks erupt in the 
plaster, hands burst through the walls to molest her. 

Polanski’s impeccable artistry 
elevates Repuision above both its 
predecessors and its subsequent 
imitators. Through well-measured 
character development, the viewer 
is gradually forced into sharing 
Carol’s crooked world view. The 
romantic advances of Carol’s male 
friend actually come off as strange- 
ly discomforting, and we immedi- 
ately see how the catcalls from a 
construction crew are poisonous 
seeds planted in her mind, ones 
that will inevitably bloom into total 
psychosis. 

Repuision turned the horror genre on its head. Whereas super- 
natural horror always dealt with outside forces invading the life of 
the movie’s protagonist, Polanski reversed the process by 
enabling Carol's perceptions to actually impact the physical world. 

While the film is heavy with sexual symbolism and a seemingly 
jaundiced view of masculinity, dismissing it as mere anti-male 
propaganda does it a disservice. In fact, the movie’s morality is 
rather ambiguous. For although its final shot offers us a hint as to 
just how far-reaching Carol’s mania really was, the viewer is 
forced to speculate as to why she possessed such a powerful 
aversion to sexuality and men. The final realization we are left with 
is that Carol’s childhood mirrored her future: a bleakly catatonic 
hell from which she can never escape. 

In recent years, Polanski has dismissed his first English shock- 
er as amateurish, but while it admittedly lacks the slickness of the 
director’s later efforts like Rosemary’s Baby, this raw aesthetic 
only adds to its power. Forty years after its release, Repuision 
remains a gripping and unflinching descent into what might be tiie 
darkest abyss of all: the human mind. 

Richard Gavin 


Repulsion: Catherine Deneuve, as Caroi, helped redefine psychologicai horror. 
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